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I DEDICATE THESE POEMS 
TO THE MEMORY OF MY BELOVED FATHER, 

THE REV. JAMES TAYLOR 

(for many years MINISTER OF THE UNITARIAN CHAPELS 

AT RIVINGTON AND FAILSWORTH), 
IN GRATITUDE FOR THE CAREFUL INSTRUCTION BESTOWED 

UPON ME IN childhood; 

and also to my father's sister 

(my adopted mother), 

who, with unfailing love and constant kindness, 

continued those instructions 

after his death. 



" By them the early seeds were sown, 
So be the harvest fruits their own." 
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PREFACE. 



SoMB of these poems have already appeared in different 
periodicals, but the greater portion of them now make 
their appearance in print for the first time. 

When there are so many songsters who excel in sweet 
singing, it may perhaps appear presumptuous in a minor 
minstrel to publish a volume of poems, and so» as it were, 
to enter into competition with them. But that is not, and' 
has not. been, my feeling. For. as amongst the minstrels 
of nature we have Nightingales and Larks, so also we have 
minor minstrels there — ^Throstles and Robins ; and I would 
only say — 

If my voice be not sweet enough 

To call me Nightingale, 
Let me be the homely Throstle 

Singing in the twilight pale. 

May, 1880, 
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POEMS. 



To Be: A Qirrs Dream of the Future. 

Many have knocked at the golden gate 
Of love, but something has thrust them back ; 

They came with smiles and looks elate, 
But their hearts were sad on the homeward track. 

But there'll come a day when my heart will beat 
With a quicker pulse as one draws nigh; 

When I listen to hear his coming feet, 
And turn away — but not to sigh. 

There'll be a day when that heart will leap, 
The first fond kiss of his lips to greet ; 

When warm tears will come (but I shall not weep), 
And life will be full of a joyance sweet. 

He will add a glory unto the day, 

When he asks my heart to shrine him there; 
With a full love-faith (yet a small delay) 

I shall let him enter that palace fair. 
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He will say, " Dear love, I have found at last, 
The truest heart that for me there is ! 

My heart is full of a firm love vast ! " 

He will end his words with a trembling kiss. 

Then I shall look in his eyes and sigh, 

" O love, I am ready — brain, heart, and hands — 

Ready to love you until I die — 

Ready to do all your love commands. 

" Be merciful, love, since I am but weak — 
Be tender, love, you are brave and strong ; " 

I shall feel his kisses upon my cheek, 

I shall kiss him back without thought of wrong. 

" O love, you have come at last — at last ! 

O love, I wearied to sit and wait ; 
O love, joy swallows the dreary past — 

Love, love, you are welcome, although so late." 

He shall find me ready in weal or woe. 
We shall e'er be one in soul and heart ; 

We shall kneel at God's altar very low. 

And solemnly promise " Till death do part." 

O love, by the joy of the years to be — 
By the holy sound of that coming vow ; 
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O love, by the peace you will bring to me — 
O true love, listen I I claim you now. 



To Be : A Man's Dream of the Future. 

O Love, that so patient alone dost wait 

Through the weary months with a lonely heart ; 

Wait on ! I shall come, be it e'er so late. 
And break the barriers that now do part 

Out of the heart of the golden years, 
O Love, I am coming to claim my own ! 

Am coming to kiss off the weary tears — 
Am coming to find life dearer grown. 

Somewhere I know you are waiting now, 
With quiet face, but impatient heart ; 

And I yearn and long to kiss your brow. 
But God's will, darling, keeps us apart. 

But some day, love, He will guide my feet 
To where you wait, till the time is done ; 

And I shall hear that voice so sweet. 
And I shall claim you, my dearest one. 

So wait on,. love, with watching eyes 
And pleasant smile, so homelike sweet ; 
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There will dawn a day with brighter skies, 
And those eyes will brighten when we meet 

And that smile will brighten so sudden soon, 

And glorify all the world for me ! 
Be it winter or spring, I shall think it June, 

The dawn of a summer so bright to be. 

love, you will make a palace fair 

Of our simple home with woman art ; 
And, like ambrosia, the homely fare. 
Sweetened by love of the truest heart. 

1 shall think as I watch the skilful hand, 

And the wondrous sweetness of those dear eyes, 
Not fairer than ours the Eden-land, 
Nor fuller of love was Paradise ! 

My Eve, I have sought you so long — so long ! 

Not Adam's Eve, tempting his soul to sin ; 
But an earnest woman, pure and strong, 

Ennobling and strengthening the best to win. 

I shall woo you not for outward grace. 
For borrowed tresses, or painted cheek ; 

If a smile of love be on your face. 
And your heart be true, it is all I seek. 
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I will be so tender in days of pain, 
I will try to comfort in sorrow's hour ; 

You shall never seek for my aid in vain, 

I will strengthen and help you with all my power. 

So, love, you will trust me — will you not ? 

When you hear my vows so fond and true ; 
And willingly share my proffered lot, 

Nor ever have cause your trust to rue. 

So, love, keep your heart's gate upon the latch, 

Ready to ope as time rolls away ; 
And listen and yearn my voice to catch. 

For trust me, love, I shall come some day. 



Only a Simple Tune. 

Only a simple tune. 

But it filled my eyes with tears ; 
For it brought me back a June 

Lost in the rolling years. 

Only a simple tune. 
Whistled in city street ; 

But it brought me back a June 
Whose gladness was too fleet. 
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The Heart's GounseL 

If ever care, or woe, or doubt assail thee, 

Lift thou thy heart to God, He ne'er will fail thee. 

He will not thrust thee from His loving heart, 
And bid thee walk like unblessed thing apart. 

He will not coldly turn away His face 

From kneelers with wild prayers and cries for grace. 

What ails thee that thou still shouldst doubt His love. 
So perfect, sweet, all other loves above ? 

" Peace, foolish heart ! Be still, rebellious breast ! " 
He speaks and all subsides to peace and rest 

Say not " To-night I cannot, cannot pray ; " 

He takes as prayer the thoughts thou canst not say. 

Nay, never doubt t Be sure t His father hand 
Is stretched in blessing over all the land. 

What though He loads thy heart with sore distress, 
'Tis but that thou mayst learn His tenderness. 

His will be done — His will, the perfect sweet ; 
To Hira devote thy hands and brain and feet. 
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Unto His service let this be thy word — 
" O let me labour in ITiy vineyard, Lord." 

Be patient under grief; strong to endure ; 
Faithful to death, and thy reward is sure. 



A SunbeazQ. 

Sunny face and happy heart, 
Ever, dear, thou'rt smiling ; 

By thy love's unconscious art 
Weary souls beguiling. 

Raise those love-lit eyes to mine, 
For my sad heart dances 

With rare joy thus seeing thine 
Written in thy glances. 

Laugh and dance, for life for thee 
Plays a joyous measure ; 

And the loving ones who see 
Revel in thy pleasure. 
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Baison D' Aimer. 

Why do I love you ? Not because 

Your face is exquisitely fair ; 
Nor that the elfin sunbeams lurk 

Imprisoned in your wavy hair ; 

Nor that upon your cheeks and brow 
The red rose with the lily vies ; 

Nor that the summer skies are seen 
Reflected in those sweet blue eyes. 

Oh, no, my sweet ! I love you most 
Because you are so pure and young ; 

The music of the heavenly spheres 
Still echoes faintly from your tongue. 

The fragrance of the Eden-bowers 
Still lingers like a dream around you ; 

And I have faith that angels still 
With watchful care and love surround you. 

Not for yourself I love you, sweet ! 

But for this outward influence 
That charms my spirit like a spell, 

And lulls to sleep each painful sense. 

Be not offended, O my sweet ! 
That I think your best ornament 



y Google 



POEMS. 

Is not in outward beauty found 
But in your heart so innocent. 

In other years, when older gro^n — 

And grown more cold and worldly wise- 

Your heart may marvel, when alone, 
About the sadness in my eyes : 

And you will know that I have missed 
The charm for which I loved you most, 

And realise, when gone for aye. 

The priceless treasure you have lost. 

The Voice of God. 

Child, when thy load of care 

Too heavy is to bear. 
Come, thou, and bring that load to me, 
And I will help and comfort thee. 

Nay, child ! Have thou no fear, 

For I, thy God, am near — 
For ever keeping watch o'er thee. 
Though thou my presence canst not see ! 

Bring me the load of care 
Thou hast not strength to bear. 
Come, thou, and whisper unto me 
What 'tis that grieves and troubles thee. 
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Lift thou thy heart in prayer, 

For I am everywhere ; 
And when thou callest on my name 
I answer to the loving claim. 



The Betum of the Wanderer. 

The lamb has come back to the fold — 

Let us welcome it back ! 
It is tired of the dark and the cold ; 

It has oft lost the track 
Of the path since the da)rs of old ; 
Let us welcome it back to the fold ! 

That is home where the fond hearts be 
That love us and call us their's, 

And are ready, with love so free, 
To share in our griefs and cares. 

This is the fold and thy home — 

Love, wander no longer alone. 
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The Dead Brother. 

J. p. T., OBIT. JUNE I2TH, 1860. 

He died; and from the circle round the fire, 
A fair young face had vanished, and no more 
Our mother smiled as she had smiled of yore. 

He died ; and round that loving mother's knee 
At night, we sought his dear face vainly there, 
And quiet, and half frightened, said each prayer. 

He died ; and slow the weary days dragged on, 
And stealthily the hand of secret care 
Wove threads of silver in our father's hair. 

He died ; and at the table there was one 
Absent, and often did our mother's eye 
Glance on his vacant place regretfully. 

He died ; and 'mongst the faces at the school 
The tutors missed his happy, smiling face. 
His slender figure, full of health and grace. 

He died ; and in the old oak pew no more 
Did his attentive face glad father's eyes. 
And dark and gloomy seemed the summer skies. 

He died ; and in the cemetery now 

Where lovely flowers and drooping willows wave, 
There is another little flower-grown grave. 
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A Siunzxier Thougrht. 

You and I might dwell together, 

And so a pleasant lifetime pass, 
If it were always summer weather, 

And earth was fair as Eden was ! 
If underfoot the blossoms grew. 
And overhead the skies were blue. 
Who more glad than you and I 
Then, beneath the summer sky? 

Ah ! but, Sweet ! this may not be. 

Clouds will darken brightest skies, — 
Though still the sun would shine for me — 

In the heaven of those blue eyes ! 
For summer lasts but little while — 
She^s fair and fleeting as your smile ; 
Answer, darling ! could I bear 
To see that fade 'neath pain and care ? 

Let us still be glad together — 

I with you, and you with me — 
While we still have summer weather, 

While the blue skies cloudless be ; 
AVhile bright flowers from earth are springing, 
And glad birds above are singing, 
We*ll be glad now, you and I — 
Winter cometh by and by. 
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A Winter Thought : Sequel to "A Smnxner 
Thought/' 

I LOOKED out of the window pane, 
At snowy lawn and white-robed tree ; 

And, with a sudden thought of pain, 
Your face came back to memory. 

I thought of how, two years ago. 

We blithely roamed through Chorlton Wood ! 
And those bright eyes glanced high and low, 

And, seeing all was fair and good, 

You wished we there might dwell together. 

And so a pleasant lifetime pass ; 
But it was then the summer weather. 

And blossoms fair bedecked the grass ! 

I fancy how the wood would look 

If you and I were in it now \ 
The frosty sky, the frozen brook. 

And imderfoot the pure white snow. 

I think of all our olden mirth, 

And sadly, dear, I realise 
We may not make upon this earth 

A second changeless Paradise ! 
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After Lon^r Tears. 

TO MY FATHER, OBIT. APRIL 2, 1 86 1. 

After long years to-day my heart was stirred 

By truest praise of you, Father beloved ; 
It was a stranger's praise, through casual word, 
By which the fountain of my love was moved. 
In childhood I your constant love e'er proved, 
The watchful care that tended while I slept — 
The tenderness that o'er my weakness wept — 

A sickly blossom for its weakness loved. 
My Father, these, in watches of the night, 
When pain was with me ever, I recalled 
As one who by some subtle spell's enthralled, 
But with what tenderness— what proud delight 
Your daughter sheds this midnight grateful tears 
To find your memory green after long years. 

1879. 
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To My Aunt and Adopted Mother. 

Repine not thou — of all my kin most dear ! 
That now the stiffening hands refuse to move 
In duties sweet and offices of love. 
Rather rejoice affection waiteth near ; 
To brighten days that else would be too drear. 
Repine not that thine eyes refuse to see, 
For long the books that wont to pleasure thee; 
Look rather at the treasures God has given, 
Some still on earth — ^some garnered up in heaven. 
Thine is the harvest of a well-lived life, 
l*ast now for thee its anguish, toil, and strife ; 
Thy life's few sins repented and forgiven, 
And so calm death awaiting thee doth stand 
To lead thee gently to the Unknown Land. 
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"Our Father." 

"Our Father," 
O blessfed, beautiful, belovfed name ! 

From deepest sin or depths of dark despair 
We still may utter that endearing claim. 

If with the tone of pain and heartfelt prayer, 
"Our Father." 
"Our Father," 
Most pitiful ; in our heart-breaking sorrow 

To Thy dear love and sympathy we trust ; 
And with wet eyes look for a brighter morrow, 
And bear pain bravely (since we bear it must), 
"Our Father." 

"Our Father," 
O dearest, tenderest ! And is it mine 

To call Thee by a name so fond and dear ? 
And may I dare by aid of faith divine 

Cry, in the hope that Thou that cry wilt hear, 
"Our Father?" 

"Our Father," 
With childlike faith I say those words to-night 
(But not like childhood's is the accent wild), 
" Father, dear Father, send a clearer light 
To guide the footsteps of Thine erring child," 
"Our Father." 
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"Our Father," 
Forgive our sins ; forgive us all the past ; 

Grant to the future a diviner ray ; 
Grant that we all may meet in Heaven at last ; 

And bless the light of that divinest day, 
And the dear words we learnt on earth to say, 
« Our Father." 



The Narrow Way. 

ST. MATT. VII., 14. 

Little by little we slip into sin, 
Little by little sink deeper in ; 
Little by little — O sad to say ! — 
We lose the track of the narrow way. 

Little by little we may retrieve 
If we Messiah's words believe. 
Little by little — day by day — 
Regain the track of the narrow way. 

Little by little our strength grows more 
(Grows from the weakness we felt before), 
Little by little — O let us pray, 
To win strength for treading the narrow way. 
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A True Friend. 1876. 

I FIND not words when I would thank my friend 
For all her kindly acts, for words seem vain 
When I recall long days of weary pain, 

To which she sunshine of her love did lend. 

It was her pleasure often to attend 

Poor me, a prisoner chained by gaoler Pain; 
Ah ! how those dear hands tried to lift the chain, 

And hopeful pointed to a happy end. 

She was a certain hope and pleasant thought ; 
It was a constant joy to see her face 
(Gladsome as sunshine in a shady place, 

Precious as violets one has long time sought). 

And so I pray her hopeful heart may lend 

Life its own sunshine till that life shall end. 
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Baby's Grief. 1879. 

Poor baby ! missing mother's love, he cries, 
And holds out loving hands to clasp the neck 
That is not there. His auntie tries to check 
The big bright teardrops falling from his eyes, 
With tender words and kisses ; sad surprise 
Looks from the baby orbs so large, so blue — 
Sparkling through tears, as violets through dew- 
In vain her every art and charm she tries 
To win a smile back to the mouth so red ; 
In vain she tries his sadness to beguile, 
Though tears are dried, his lips refuse to smile. 
His cries are checked ; his heart uncomforted, 
As he would say, " Pleasant your presence is. 
But I want mother's smile and mother^ s kiss." 
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Little Bestless. 1879. 

Little Restless, little Restless, 
Noisy tramping through the house, 

Or if deep in any mischief, 
Then as quiet as a mouse. 

Little Restless, little Restless, 

Ever running in and out, 
Now with sudden cry of anger, 

Now with sudden joyous shout 

Little Restless, little Restless, 

You are weary now of play; 
You have laughed and played and shouted 

All the sunny summer day. 

Little Restless, little Eestless, 

It is time " Night, night," was said, 

For the white lids hide the blue eyes. 
And down droops the golden head. 

So "Good-night" to little Restless, 
And we peace have for awhile; 

May the morning wake our Restless 
With the same glad, happy smile. 
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Dead Faith. 

If I could take thy hand and say 

" No shadow comes our hearts between, 

The sunlight of love's golden day 
Is bright as it has ever been ; " 

O love, how blessfed should I be 

If I could only trust in thee ! 

If I could live again the past — 
The past that was so bright and glad — 

I'd wish that breath to be the last 
Drawn, ere my life grew cold and sad. 

Yes ! It were better far to be 

Dead, than have lost all faith in thee. 



y Google 



22 POEMS. 



A Love Son^r- 

My heart sings with gladness 

When thou, love, art near, 
For no sorrow or sadness 

Can dwell near thee, dear ! 
Thou'rt like sunshine that lightens 

Each shady old tree; 
Like the moonbeam that brightens 

The waves of the sea. 

Like the starshine to night, 

Like the bright sun to day, 
Like to cloud fringes bright. 

Like blossoms to May ; 
Thou art fairest and brightest 

Of all things I see, 
And my fond heart is lightest. 

Love, gazing on thee. 
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l^Gtfnonnette. 

The thoughts of thy love are precious to me ; 

But if ever I should forget, 
Thou wouldst be recalled to my memory 

By the odour of mignonnette. 

I gave thee a place in my heart the day 
That our hands and our lips first met, 

And there thou for ever enshrined wilt stay 
With the incense of mignonnette. 

For thy dearest and tenderest thought of me 

(And one I shall never forget) 
Spake in a love-gift that chanced to be 

A nosegay of mignonnette. 

Dear, thy love-gift died, and it was to me 

A matter of sad regret, 
But it left thee enshrined in my memory 

With the fragrance of mignonnette. 
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Louie's Portrait. 
Bright as is a summer's day— ^^ 
Fair as the first bunch of " May"— 
Pleasant as a woodbine spray 

Gathered fresh and dewy ; 
Welcome as the first spring flower 
Opened in a sunny hour, 
With a wondrous wealth for dower— 

This, and more, is Louie. 

Bright as primrose newly blown 
In the pinewood all alone, 
Starlike, on its mossy throne, 

'Neath the branches shady. 
Glad as light leaf fluttering 
In the balmy breath of Spring- 
Glad as bird on airy wing 

Is my little lady. 

Welcome she as violets blue 
That the Spring has waked anew. 
Emblems they of love so true— 

Love as true as ours ; 
Glad as thrush that pours its strain 
Through long days of cloud and rain, 
Or, when sunshine comes again, 

Sings amid the flowers. 
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Brightener she of weary days — 
Grief sees much to love and praise 
In her merry, winsome ways — 

Kisses warm and dewy ; 
Full of pleasure-plans is she, 
Light of heart and full of glee, 
So these careless rhymes shall be 

Portrait of my Louie. 



In Prestwich Cloufirh. 1875. 

O PLEASANT hdiirs in Prestwich Clough ! 

Where all was fair, and fresh, and good ; 
And we had love and joy enough 

To make an Eden of the wood. 

What heart could so ungrateful be 
As 'mid such loveliness to grieve ? 

And O, who would not envy me 
My Paradise with such an Eve ? 

How gladly would I stand again 
Beneath some kindly sheltering tree. 

So thou wert there, despite the rain, 
To make it Paradise to me. 



y Google 



26 POEMS. 



Sympathy. 

Let me look in those dear, dear eyes, 
Where a world of untold sorrow lies ; 
Love, let me kiss that pale, pale cheek, 
And I will not urge you your grief to speak. 

Let me kneel, dear, here at your feet — 
I wUl keep silence, sad, yet sweet ; 
Resting my brow against your cheek, 
Waiting until you choose to speak. 

I know your eyes are full of tears, 
I know your heart is full of fears ; 
I fain would comfort you if I could, 
Were but your sorrow understood. 

Nay, diear I I will not be denied ; 
Let me nestle here by your side ; 
Let me kneel, love, here at your feet 
In sympathy sad, but O, how sweet I 
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Baby Charlie. 

C. BC. T., DIED MARCH, 1864. 

Mute he lies beneath the sod — 
His child-form is there, 

But the young heart went to God, 
Innocent and fair. 

Closed are the dark eyes of blue 
Mute the red rose mouth ; 

O'er them, years ago, grass grew, 
And the sweet wind south 

Dashes silvery summer rain 

Over roses there ; 
But in heaven well find again 

Baby Charlie fair. 

He is waiting for us there — 

Waiting till we come. 
To greet his lost smiles so fair 

In the spirit* s home. 
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The Years Go By. 

TO MY BELOVED AUNT AND ADOPTED MOTHER. 

The years go by — the years go by — 

And lightly on that brow of thine 
They leave their traces — ^'tis but I, 

Perchance, that marks those eyes' dimmed shine. 
But I ? Ah, Love is on the watch 

Lest Time should with his treasures fly ; 
I listen each fond word to catch 

While the years go by — the years go by — 

And full of grief and fear am I. 

The years go by — ^the years go by — 

And in the wealth of silken hair 
The girlhood colours fade and die. 

And silver threads are shining there. 
The colour fadeth from the cheek 

So rosy fair in bygone years ; 
O love, come closer while I speak ! 

Come close, and kiss away my tears — 

My heart is full of untold fears. 

The years go by — the years go by — 
The years will sunder you and me ; 

Ah, when I see that shrouded eye, 
And weep when there is none to see, 

And none to comfort my despair : 
O love, come closer while I speak. 

My every thought is as a prayer. 
The tears lie heavy on my cheek — 
Alas ! that day my heart will break ! 
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The years go by — the years go by — 

The years shall reunite us twain ; 
O joy to see the greeting eye, 

And see that face in heaven again. 
O joy to close the weary eyes, 

The dawn of a new life to see, 
When they shall ope in Paradise, 

And see God's glory, love, and thee. 
The years go by — the years go by — 
They pass us swiftly, love, but I — 

I am content it so should be. 



A Comforter. 

I WEPT my heart out kneeling at her side — 
Wept for its bitterness, its love, its pride; 
My weary head down-bent upon her knee, 
And her fond arms closely encircling me. 
Wept for the doubts of the uncertain years, 
Wept, for my foolish heart was full of tears. 

And, kneeling weary and desponding there, 
I felt her soft hand gently smooth my hair ; 
I listened to her sweet and tender voice 
Bidding my heart take comfort and rejoice. 
Dear God, I thank Thee that Thy love did send 
My utter loneliness so kind a friend. 
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Until Death Us do Part. 

TO W. H. IL 

It seems to me, dear love, to me 
That all the world is bound in thee — 
Is bound in thee and that one other 
I call not, though held dear as '^ Mother ^ 

Art thou tired ? Then I am sad ; 
Art thou happy ? I am glad ; 
Pale ? Then let me kiss thy face 
Till some rosy bloom I trace ; 
Anxious ? Let us halve thy care, 
'Twill grow lighter when I share. 

Sorrow, sickness, or distress 
Cannot make aiOfection less — 
Cannot separate the bond 
Made by two hearts true and fond ! 

In thy spirit's heaviness 
I will comfort thee and bless ; 
And whene'er thy load of care 
Grows too much for thee to bear. 
Throw the burden off and come 
To the peaceful calm of home. 
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Love shall fold its pinions hix 
Like a guardian angel there ; 
And Religion — ^not a name. 
But a calm and steadfast flame — 
Like a lamp shall shed its light 
To direct our steps aright 

Though so gifted by God's grace, 
Earth is not our resting-place. 
Ready ever to obey 
One must go and one must stay ; 
One must leave all tears and laughter, 
One must slowly follow after. 
Love, and joy, and grief are given 
To direct our steps to Heaven ! 

Let us then, remembering this, 
Live for nobler, higher bliss 
Than the world can e'er impart 
To the restless, longing heart. 
You in me, and I in you, 
Steadfast to the right and true, 
Striving ever so to live 
A5 no bitter pang to give ; 
In the hour when we low-lying 
First shall learn the pain of dying. 
Pain ? Who knows ? It may be bliss 
After such a life as this ! 
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When one by the bed shall stand, 
And shall press a chilly hand — 
Hand that has no power to press 
Answer to that mute caress — 
And shall kiss the closbd eyes 
Where the seal of blankness lies; 
When our grief no words can tell, 
We will trust that all is well ; 
We will own God's will is best 
And will leave to Him the rest 

ThanksffivinfiT for Life. 
(after a long illness — 1876.) 

They said to me " be thankful," but in vain 
Their words were uttered ; for it seemed to me 
I had escaped engulfment in Death's Sea 

But to be drowned by sorrow in Life's main ; 

Yet when, dear friend, I sscwyour face again, 

And heard your words of welcome, words so kind, 
(Because your kind heart was so glad to find 

That I was growing strong, and free from pain, 

After the weary months that I had lain 

Prisoned by pain and weakness ;) it seemed to me 
That it was goody recovery should be. 

And then I thanked God, tender heart and true, 

I lived to welcome friends so kind as you. 
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CoalebB to Benedick. 

Thy home is bright 

As woman hands can make it. Dear hands, taught 
By a true woman heart The very light 

Lingers as though unwishful to depart, 
And all is beautiful and glad and bright, 

Because of that true heart. 

She is not fair — 

No face to rave about — ^but good and kind. 
O, when I think what sweetness lingers there, 

I think " Was never face so pleased my mind ! " 
Each day in town I scan the faces there. 

In vain, its like to find. 

O, happy man ! 

O, happy Adam in thy Paradise ! 
Would it were wrought for me in God's great plan 

To have so fair a home — lit by such eyes ! — 
But let me have all patience that I can, 

Breathing no weary sighs. 

Waiting for me 
Is my dear Eve in the wide world somewhere ; 

All of earth's bliss is surely not for thee, 
And she will come, an angel unaware. 

And slip into my life, and henceforth be 
Answer to every prayer. 
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The Old WeU. 



This Pom is AffecHonaUly Dedicated to Miss Fhrenee Kelly, 
Siretford, March ISth, 1880. 

The old well in the garden 
Is fringed with snowdrops white. 

With crocuses so snowy, 
Purple, or golden bright 

Methinks 'tis decorated 

In honour of the spring, 
For there the first pure snowdrops 

Their silver joy-bells ring. 

In summer graceful fern leaves 
Around the edge hang down ; 

In autumn they are russet. 
In winter dead and brown. 

But in spring, summer, autumn, 
Or when wintry snowflakes fell, 

A constant source of pleasure. 
Was the bea,uty of the well. 

But fairest it when snowdrops 

Their silver joy-bells ring j 
Because we know they herald 

The coming of the spring. 
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Comfort. 

Take comfort, dear, for well we know 
The sunshine cometh after snow. 

Day even has clouds, and darkest night 
Passing gives place to morning light 

The violets will spring again ; 
Springtime hath spells to ease your pain, 

Roses will blush and blossom red 
Where now the leaves are hanging dead 

The summer skies again be blue ; 
June's golden days as bright for you. 

Then say not with such tearful eyes 
That " Love is dead," for 'twill arise 

To greet your weary heart once more, 
And make life fairer than of yore. 
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Maud and May. 

Maud is like the beautiful rose, 
That with the sun's warm kisses glows ; 
And May is the shrinking violet, 
Wooed by the south-wind, warm and wet 

Maud is the thrush, that pours its strain 
Through the long day of cloud and rain ; 
And May is the pensive nightingale, 
Telling the stars a sorrowful tale. 

Maud is a jewel, sparkling bright, 
'Mid myriad lamps on a festive night ; 
And May is a gem unfound, unseen. 
Beaming with " purest ray serene." 

Fair and fragrant we own the rose, 
Yet the violet sweeter blows ; 
Brighter must be jewels seen 
Than imfound gems of ray serene. 

Gladdens our hearts the thrush's strain. 
Through the long days of cloud and rain : 
Equally precious the love-lorn tale. 
Sung to the stars by the nightingale. 
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Then which is dearest ? grave or gay? 
And which most precious — Maud or May ? 
Tlie charms of each I love so well. 
The dearest to me — ^who can tell? 

What were Maud's mirth, unfoiled by May ? 
And what May's thought, Maud's mirth away? 
I cannot say : so to the end 
Unsevered let their beauties blend ! 



Paartinff. 

The moment comes when we must part, 
Alas, how heavy grows my heart, — 

Say not adieu ! 
'Tis hard alike to go or stay 
Alone; 'tis always hard to say 

Farewell to you. 

Yet we must part — dear love, farewell ; 
I know your loving heart could tell 

Of equal pain ; 
And yet Love hath as solace this,: — 
The pleasure of our greeting kiss 

When we shall meet again. 
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Desolate Lives. 

She sitteth and weepeth alone 
And prays for a heart of stone. 
Friends hath she none ; 
They are dead or gone. 
In the heart of a crowded city 

She weepeth all alone. 

Has hope entirely flown ? 
Have none a word of pity? 
Her lovers have all forsaken her. 
There remaineth only one 
To sigh when she weeps alone. 

And she knoweth not of the sigh, 
But mourns as the days go by ; 

For the days of gold, 

The days of old, 
Are fled for ever and aye ! 
She was once so glad and pretty. 

Do none for her sigh 

But only I ? 
No ! they have all forsaken her. 
Never a word of pity 
Cheereth her desolate life; 
Cometh to brighten her eye ; 
So she'll sorrow 'til she die. 
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One lover was brave and fair, 
With the morning gold in his hair ; 

And lips rose-red, 

And a graceful head, 
And a breath like the summer air. 
And when she was young and merry, 

He loved her well 

(So the gossips tell). 
But he was the first to forsake her. 
He sought her love with flattering air, 
And then he left her — O false as fair ! 

The years passed on — sad years. 
And dried away the tears. 

So freely shed 

For the bright love dead, 
And hope sprang out of fears. 
So she loved another lover, 

And thought he had brought 

The joy that she sought ; 
But he, too, has forsaken her ! 
The night will her sadness cover. 
And the angels, in their spheres, 
Will see and pity her tears. 
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She will not long weep alone, 
And pray for a heart of stone ; 
But, sinking to rest, 
She will own it was best 
To live her life alone. 

For one is a drunkard turned; 
And the lover she loved so well — 
The lover who had forsaken her, 
Is by the cold world spumed ; 
The other a miser is — 
He feels no child's fond kiss ; 
His heart is cold 
Unto all save gold, 
And his life is barren of bliss — 
The saddest of lives is this. 

But there was one who loved her ; 

Who kindly and good had proved her ; 
Who had thought him blest 
For a smile like the rest, 

And proud to be loved as he loved her. 
What came between, O fate, 
That both were left desolate ? 
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Whose was the fault? With whom 

Does the sad blame lie. 

That /sadly sigh, 
And she weeps amid the gloom ? 
Was it pride, or fate ? I cannot telL 
I only know that I loved her well 

I loved her well ; but my pride 
Was hurt at a suit denied ; 

Yet her manners cold 

Hid a heart of gold, 
That had been by sorrow tried. 

We grew up side by side ; 

We played with her noisy brothers 3 

We loved the sunshine and bloom 
Unprized by the thoughtless others. 
She was all the world to me ; 
But yet it was not to be ; 

So the one who loved, unloved ; 

The fond and the faithful one 

Lives, as she lives, alone, 

And knows, in the land of God, 

All sorrow is unknown. 
Some lives are barren by will, or fate ; 
Some hearts are loving and desolate. 
Of the golden time, I have read a page. 
And turned the leaf down in my silvery age. 



y Google 



42 POEMS. 



Eddy. 1869. 



Eddy ! thy fair white brow- 
Is all unwrinkled now ; 
Azure eyes and flaxen hair 
Do proclaim thee Saxon fair, 
Though thou know'st it not, I trow. 

A like face Pope Gregory saw, 
With a feeling 'kin to awe, 

Saying, " Angles, do I see ? 

More like angels fair they be!*' 
And to England sent God's law. 

Clasp thy warm soft hand in mine; 

Like wet flowers thy blue eyes shine, 
And thy lips like rosebuds be 
Fresh and beautiful to see; 

All unmarked as yet by time. 

Eddy, Saxon child so fair, 
Let me smooth thy silken hair; 
May God spread an angel's wing 
Over thee, thou fragile thing. 
And e'er keep thee in His care. 
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Barlowmoor Lane. 1869. 

We wandered far in the sunshine fair, 

Emmy and I ; 
Earth was full of spring beauty rare ; 

A cloudless sky 
Above us arched ; and a glad sweet strain 
A thrush sang to us in Barlowmoor Lane. 

We wandered home when the skies were grey, 

Emmy and I ; 
We had seen the sunny smiles of day 

Fade from the sky ; 
I had found a solace for tired heart's pain 
In the pleasant green windings of Barlowmoor Lane. 

Friend, I gathered both strength and rest — 

Peace came to me — 
Having your dear hand in mine close pressed. 

So when shall we 
Go gathering violets blue again 
From the emerald hedges of Barlowmoor Lane? 
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Distrust. 

I CLASP thy hand, but nevermore 
Our hearts shall meet as they have met; 

Though the sweet light of days of yore 
In those blue eyes be shining yet 

Ah ! what has gone from either heart 

That keeps our hearts and lips apart ? 

Of yore I had not seen those eyes 

So innocent, so calmly blue, 
With looks of question and surprise ; 

But I rejoiced thou wert so true: 
Now something comes our hearts between, 
My trust is not what it hath been. 

Love can exist, dear, without trust ; 

Love does not need faith's gentle aid ; 
I loved thee once, and still I must 

Love on, though barriers thou hast made 
Between our souls ; this heart of mine 
Seeks what it cannot find in thine. 

But when again thou dost restore 
The trust, that wanting keeps apart, 

Our lips shall meet, and, as of yore, 
Thrill gladness through each throbbing heart 

Then trust me, if this heart of mine 

Thou prizest as I treasure thine. 
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Foreret-me-not Eyes. 

Eyes that are sweet and blue 
As the turquoise skies ; 

Mirrors of heart so true — 
Forget-me-not eyes ! 

Eyes, as a baby's cahn — 
With a child's surprise; 

Never a sign of love's storm — 
Forget-me-not eyes ! 

Eyes that have evil seen 

With averted glance — 
Eyes that possess no sheen 

To bewitch and entrance. 

We love them because we must — 

Dear innocent eyes I 
With looks of peaceful trust 

Brought from the skies. 

Tranquil and peaceful eyes, 
Types of the girlish heart, 

That has not heaved the sighs 
Bom of love's pain and smart 
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Unshadowed by doubts and fears 

Ever be their light — 
Never dimmed by burning tears, 

But clear as to-night. 

Angels, look down upon them. 

Out of the skies, 
Shedding your calm kisses on them- 

Forget-me-not eyes ! 

Christmas Boses. 

HELLEBORE. 

Roses in winter time. 

How passing fair they are ! 

Each shines even as doth shine 
Eve's first sweet tremulous star, 

The herald of the rest ; 

And so these winter flowers, 
Tell us of flowers to come 

When summer time is ours. 

So Hope, the souFs bright star. 
Points to the world to come, 

When we shall dwell afar 
From grief, in the souFs home. 



y Google 



POEMS. 47 



A Dreain of Home. 

I DREAMT I was in a well-known place — 

(To enter which now I have no hope) ; 
I looked again on my mother's face, 

And smelt the old perfume of heliotrope. 

For the window with flowers was all aglow 

As I trod again the familiar stairs ; 
(It seemed such a little time ago 

Since I went up them all free from cares !) 

But the shadow of grief was then on the place, 

My heart was full of a yearning vain, 
And even the sight of that much-loved face 

Brought me no comfort or joy again. 

I wakened up with the morning light, 

" O the smell of the sweet home-flowers," I said ; 
How strange I should dream of those flowers last night, 

When she who loved them has long been dead. 

" How strange I should dream of my home again. 
The home I have left for so many years ; " 

My heart was full of a yearning pain ; 

My eyes brimmed over with burning tears ; 
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For, O, my life was dark ! No gleam 
Shone on my path from the star of hope, 

For past joy has faded as fades a dream 
Recalled by the perfume of heliotrope. 



On the Shore. 

Wavelets, O wavelets of Ocean 
What is the message you tell, 

Filling my soul with commotion 
Wild as your wildest swell ? 

What is the message you bring me? 

I listen — I listen to hear ! 
What is the song that you sing me 

Caught from the lips held so dear ? 

Wavelets, O wavelets of Ocean ! 

Never a whisper ye bring ; 
'Tis but my heart's wild emotion 

Fancies the song that you sing ! 
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A Vain Petition. 
Love me still a little longer — 

Ah, a little longer, sweet ! 
While our hands may clasp each other, 

And our lips in kisses meet ; 
Death may part us ; life may sever. 
Though we vowed to low t for ever. 

Love me still a little longer — 

Ah, a little longer, sweet ! 
Do not be in haste to leave me, 

For perchance you ne'er may meet 
One to love you as I have loved — 
To prove as true as / have proved. 

Do not be so eager, darling. 

Though the Future seems so fair, 
/can tell of rocks and quicksands. 

Storms and tempests hidden there ; 
While to-day is free from sorrow, 
Long not thus to greet to-morrow. 

Ah, thus ever youth, my darling. 

Grows impatient with its lot ; 
Pants for newer joys and pleasures-^- 

Longs for that which it hath not ; 
Aged eyes look back most sadly 
On the path youth trod so gladly. 
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Yet a little longer love me, 
'With those soft arms clinging close ; 

Only known to thee life's gladness, 
While my heart its sorrow knows. 

See, the bitter tears are starting 

At the very thought of parting. 

Nay, in vain the fond petition — 
Go then, wilful as thou art ! 

Seek a fonder hand to guide thee — 
Seek to find a truer heart 

Mine the grief «^a/; thine the pain. 

When thou find'st thy search is vain. 



After the Dance. 

The music ceases, the dance is ended ; 

There's an end to all our mirth and fun ; 
And hope and fear are strangely blended — 

Will you forget me, my little one ? 

This time next week will you dance as gaily. 
And smile as sweetly, and I not there ? 

But far away, and haunted daily 
By the soulful face so sweet and fair ! 

Nay, 'tis your nature 1 Dear girl, as ever 
I, near or far, be glad and gay ! 

And I will trust that the fates which sever, 
Will reunite us again some day. 



y Google 



POEMS. 51 



A Broken Spell. 

And so the spell is broken that has glamoured us so long ? 
We thought we loved each other, and now find that we 

were wrong ; 
There is no use now in gilding Love's dull and 

tarnished chain — 
Better to break it bravely, though to do so gives us pain ! 

Yes ! now the spell is broken that has glamoured us so 

long, 
And vows that would be idle, die on each falt'ring tongue ; 
It was not Love that bound us, it was Fascination's 

chain, 
And yet we were so fettered, that to part now gives us 

pain. 

It was only fascination — that charms in golden hours, 
Alas, how dull and cheerless when the cloud of sorrow 

lours ! 
And we thought we loved each other, but we find that we 

were wrong, 
•Now that the spell is broken that has glamoured us so 

long! 
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A FcurewelL 

I COME to say farewell, for we must sever ; 

Fate has decreed our paths in life apart ; 
You may forget me soon, but I shall never 

Forget the comfort that you gave my heart. 

Drear was my life — with what a load of sadness 
Each passing hour was freighted How oppressed 

Each breath I drew ; yet still it gave me gladness 
To see that your face showed a heart at rest. 

No trouble shadow you, sweet smile so tender ! 

No sorrow dim your light, browa laughing eyes ! 
Ever as now, brave heart, be the defender 

Of all things helpless underneath the skies I 

May God return to you threefold the gladness 

And comfort, you so freely gave to me ; 
That blotted from my thoughts the weary sadness, 

And cheered the hopeless musings by the sea. 

Farewell, kind heart, so hopeful, brave, and cheery ; 

And if on earth we ne'er again may meet, 
I shall remember, when most sad and weary. 

The charm you gave my life when Death seemed sweet 
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Winter Aspirations. 

When the summer comes again 
We will wander down the lane 
Heedless of the present pain. 

We are wearying for June, 
For the silver gleaming moon, 
For the sylvan streamlet's tune. 

For the warm and scented air, 
For the green leaves fresh and fair. 
For the beauty everywhere ! 

We are longing for the sun 
His glad summer race to run. 
Longing winter days were done. 

You and I, dear — ^you and I — 
Will be happy by and by. 
Underneath the turquoise sky ! 

We will feast our hungry eyes 
On the grace of earth and skies — 
Tender tints and glowing dyes. 

Only wait, dear — only wait — 
And through Summer's golden gate 
Joy will come — e'en though 'tis late. 
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how happy we shall be ! 

1 with you, and you with me— 
As of yore we used to be. 

Yes, how happy I you and I 
Underneath the sapphire sky ! 
Love, be patient, by and by 

We shall cull sweet flowers again, 
In the shadows of the lane. 
Heedless of these days of pain. 

" Feioe to Feice with Qod in the Wilderness." 

EZEKIEL XX. » 35. 
(*T0 THE REV. WM. GILL, VICAR OF MALEW — 1871.) 

I listened to your earnest, hopeful words. 

In the hushed silence of the holy place ; 
(Outside we heard the singing of glad birds) 

And, sitting there, you brought me face to face 
By earnest words, so promise-full of grace, 

With eyelids drooped, unto the Father kind — 
In faith a father's tenderness to find. 

I could not raise my lids, and 'twas delight 
To feel the troublous world shut out, and blind 

Or, rather, shut to outward things my sight 
Blinded by pictured glory; faith-revealed 
By you to us ; from Atheists concealed. 
O white-haired Vicar, what will Heaven be 
If thus to think of it so pleasures me ? 

♦ Father of the Rev. Thomas Howard Gill, Whalley Rang^e, Obit. October 
17th, 1871. 
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A Queen of Coquettes. 

She is fair, and bewitching, and gay, 

She is merry, and blithesome, and young ; 
But O, trust not yourself in her way, 

And beware of her flattering tongue ! 
For a heart that's bewitched by bright eyes 

Too quickly its folly regrets ; 
So I bid you all — if you are wise — 

Beware of this Queen of Coquettes. 

She is tender of heart — strange, but true !— 

She is loyal and true to a friend ; 
And bright tears flood the sweet eyes of blue 

If a life chance untimely to end. 
And sometimes she a lesson receives, 

But alas ! all too soon she forgets ; 
For too transient an impress it leaves 

On a thoughtless gay Queen of Coquettes. 

She has presents from that and from this — 
Flowers, trinkets, and ribbons, and gloves ; 

And long as the yam of a tar, is 

The long list of her conquests and loves. 
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She (like Peter, " a fisher of men/') 
Is constantly spreading her nets ; 

And when too successful — ^ah, then, 
She exults — cruel Queen of Coquettes ! 

We must laugh at her mischievous ways, 

And we join her in frolic and fun, 
Although we are chary of praise 

When an act of unkindness is done. 
For in spite of our love we must think 

How a maiden, love-lorn, sometimes frets ; 
And Dan Cupid we know will not shrink 

To pay off this sad " Queen of Coquettes." 

But when all the glamour and glitter 

Of her kingdom is passed quite away. 
And she owns, with thoughts that are bitter, 

She was only a " queen for a day." 
Yes ! when all her loves are departed, 

And alone she in solitude frets. 
She then may regret one true-hearted 

" Rejected *^ — Poor Queen of Coquettes. 
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Love's Aspirations. 

O, I would be 
More than all others in the world to thee ; 

Dearer than all 
Whom that sweet tongue doth friend or kinsman call 

Would be a flower, 
If thou, my bee, for one short golden hour 

Would'st hover round, 
And make the place I grew enchanted ground. 

Would be a star, 
If thou wouldst gaze on me, however far ; 

Could I but be 
The first and latest those dear eyes should see. 

Would be a bird, 
Only to warble back thine every word. 

Would be a stream, 
But to reflect thy bright hair's sunny gleam. 

Would be the grass, 
If over me those dainty feet would pass. 
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Would be a tree, 
If from the tempest I might shelter thee. 

Would be the skies, 
If I might smile above those laughing eyes. 

Would be the ground, 
If I might echo back thy footstep's sound. 

Would be the sun, 
If thou my glory lov'dst to look upon. 

Would be the moon. 
So thou shouldst count my light a gracious boon. 

O, I would be 
Aught that could give delight or joy to thee; 

Would be forgot. 
If memory pained, for I would pain thee not 

Would be — ah ! what 
For thy dear sake, dear love, what would I not? 

Sweetest, to end — 
If nothing dearer, I would be thy friend. 
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Baby Percy. 

The king and lord of our hearts is he, 
And he rules us all most royally. 

All must bend to his sovereign will ; 
Our wishes must all be put aside 
To pleasure baby; our joy and pride, 

His pleasure to fulfil 

He chooses to walk, and toddles forth, 
And be it east, west, south, or north. 

Fond slaves, we follow in his train ; 
And think a rich, reward is this — 
The dewy warmth of a baby kiss — 

A kiss, or it may be twain. 

O priceless treasure ! a treasure we hold 
As a maiden a love-gift, a miser his gold ; 

Brightest and fairest of all on earth ; 
With mischievous tricks and winning ways 
That win from us all fond love and praise — 

Provoker of heart-felt mirth. 

Dear baby ! I linger to kiss his brow, 
And pray that ever his heart as now 

May be fond and warm to the love we give. 
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I pray God to keep his white soul fair, 
By the heaven-bom blessings of fervent prayer, 
And so fit him life to live ; 

That when the years have passed away, 
And he has reached his latest day, 

He need not grieve for the wasted years. 
I pray that never may sin or shame 
Sully or blot our darling's name. 

And bless him through my tears. 



Only a Dream. 

Thou cam'st to me in dreamland with the old 

Sweet smile, so full 
Of love; with brown hair touched with sunny gold. 

My beautiful ! 

And kissed me. Those blue eyes had sunny shine, 

Such as they had 
When their glance comforted this heart of mine. 

And made.it glad. 

Ah, brother ! I shall kiss thy lips no more, 

Nor smooth thy hair. 
Morn came. I woke. My sunny dream was o'er. 

And thou not there. 
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IN MEMORIAM D. T., OBIT. JANUARY 24, 1 874. 

Hands that seldom idle lay 

In her busy life, 
Now are folded far away 

From its care and strife. 

Loving heart that never tired, 

Eager to do good ; 
Heart that ne'er reward desired, 

Be it what it would ! 

Willing hands for ever ready 

Deeds of love to do ; 
Mind well-balanced, calm, and steady. 

Full of courage too. 

All are still and quiet now. 

Hushed in tranquil rest ; 
Peace upon the furrowed brow — 

Sweet calm of the blest. 

And we look on that dear face, 

Once so young and fair, 
And though now no youthful grace 

Sheds its beauty there. 



y Google 



62 POEMS. 



Yet we see how fair it is 

From the inner light ; 
And we stoop with farewell kiss, 

" Mother, dear, good-night ! " 

" Calmly sleep, for thou wilt waken 

Never more to weep — 
Never more to feel forsaken — 

Peaceful be thy sleep." 



Harvest Time. 

"they that sow IN TEARS SHALL REAP IM JOY." Ps. CXXvi., 5. 

A GLORIOUS harvest for all our pain — 

True, we no more shall gather 
Nor blossoms of springtime or summer again, 

But fruits of the autumn rather. 
Yet clasp me close in your arms, my love, 
And let us thank our dear Father above. 

After the shedding of such sad rain 

Of tears, how bright the gladness 
Of Hope's sweet face as she smiles again 

To comfort us after sadness ! 
Then clasp me close in your arms, my love, 
And let us thank our dear Father above. 
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Good Wishes. 

And was it only yester-eve 

I met you first and saw those eyes — 
Those truthful eyes all would believe. 

The sternest sceptic 'neath the skies 

Could not resist that winning smile — 
The loving sweetness of the glance 

That could a grieving heart beguile, 
Yet check too forward an advance. 

So warm, so wise, so kind, so fair ! 

O, looking in your loving face, 
I breathed an inward earnest prayer 

To the dear God in His kind grace 

To keep you ever pure as now ; 

As warm, as loving to your kind — 
For peace to dwell on that fair brow 

And sweet content within your mind. 
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Golden Hours. 



From all sorrowful thoughts awhile I'm freed, 
And while the fleeting hours I fondly treasure, 
Life's cup's more full of gladness and of pleasure. 

Of rapture and delight, than is my meed. 

I thank Thee, God ! that life is made so sweet ; 
And that while I retain the fire of youth, 
Its vivid fancy, and its fervent truth, 

I thus can worship kneeling at Thy feet. 

Seeing in all the impress of Thy hand ; 

Hearing Thy voice in river and in wind ; 

And turning from life's sorrow thus can find 
Solace amid the charms of this fair land. 

So may I ever be, O God ! I pray 

That I may ever find in Nature, Thee; 
And looking in her face Thy dear face see. 

And that I ne'er may from Thy pathways stray. 



y Google 



POEMS. 65 



At Eve in the Garden. 

The day is gone, the sun is set, 
A stillness dwells on all around ; 
My weary feet scarce feel the ground. 

Ah, would that memory could forget ! 

Yet sometimes dream I — if it were 
That he should pace these walks with me. 
And sketch a future fair to be 

(Just as of old he sketched it fair). 

Methinks that I could meet his eyes, 
And, stilling throbbing pulse and heart — 
(Forgetting all the olden smart. 

The old forsaking, tears and sighs) — 

Could look into his face and say, 

" 'Twas here we walked in days long past— 
In golden days, too bright to last — 

And here I wept, with you away. 

" And here I whispered to the night 
My tale of anguish and despair ; 
And far, far up in the blue air 
The lovely stars shone silver bright. 
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" And so, you see, these garden walks 
Have charms unknown except to me — 
The olden joys that used to be, 
The olden love-looks, pleasant talks 

" And smUes and frowns, and angry words 
When, womanlike, I strove to make 
You jealous for your true love's sake. 
The restiess trees, with singing birds, 

' " Wave to the left, and you and I 

Have paced beneath them till I've found 
A charm upon the very ground, 
A newer grace in trees and sky. 

" And now you've come again to me, 
And, womanlike, with love so vast, 
I now forgive you all the past. 
So be it as 'twas wont to be." 

I fancy how he'd stoop to kiss 
My forehead, blessing me with tears ; 
And then return the olden fears 

That this a dream Utopian is. 
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IVe walked here in the grey-eyed eve, 
And dewy morn, and golden noon, 
In moonlit hours of rose-wreathed June, 

And knew not if to hope or grieve. 

Ah me ! To pace the daisied lawn 

And gravel pathways all alone ! 

And find Love's golden sunlight flown, 
A sun that rises not at dawn. 

For it has set — O dreary eve ! 

I walk alone without its light ; 

The world's sun may be clear and bright 
But my sun shines not ; and I breathe 

My sorrow to the solemn trees, 

The clover grass beneath my feet ; 

And even find a solace sweet 
In singing to the passing breeze. 

So thus I walk without a light 

(Save what shines dimly from the past). 
Yet trust I Hesperus at last 

Will shine and make my life more bright. 
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Paithftil Unto Death, 

Time has so gently laid his hand 

Upon that fair and placid face, 
That easily we understand 

How fair it was in girlhood's grace ; 
And the sweet look that lingers there 
Speaks of a life of faith and prayer. 

The golden hair is tinged with gray, 
The eyes have lost a shade of blue ; 

And many joys have passed away, 
Yet still her faith is firm and true; 

And her sweet look of calm content 

Tells of a life in goodness spent. 

O ever be that face as now, 

Type of the peaceful rest within I 

Lips that have ever kept their vow, 

And heart that hopes Heaven's rest to win ; 

To show the world how passing fair 

A life must be, of faith and prayer. 
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SoiTOWftll. 

I CANNOT give you smiles so gay, 
My heart is sorrowful to-day ; 
My heart, of late, so glad and free, 
My thoughts as sad as sad can be. 

It scarce is joy your face to see, 
Though you my heart's chief treasure be ; 
My heart once free as bird on wing 
Is chained : I cannot, cannot sing, 

Save in a low, sad voice, a strain 
That telleth less Love's joy than pain ; 
I cannot sing my songs so gay, 
My heart is sorrowful to-day ! 

Love, let me lean upon your breast, 
Perchance I there may find heart-rest; 
And, dearest, kiss my tears away, 
I am so sorrowful to-day. 
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King Baby. 

Baby is a tyrant ; 

Baby is a Turk ! 
Baby won't let mother 

Get on with her work. 
Baby is the master, 

Mother is the slave, 
Just see how he rules her, 

Fearless, bold, and brave ! 

Baby of the household 

Is elected King, 
Tis possible that father 

Thinks it **not the thing." 
Yet he helped to crown him 

In the months gone by ; 
Won't there be a struggle 

For mastery by and by? 

Baby holds the sceptre 

In his little hand. 
Mother fond nor father 

Can his will withstand. 
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So relations prophesy 

There will be some work 
When our whilom '• Baby " 

Is a grown-up *' Turk." 

What the unknown future 

In its train may bring 
Of gladness, or of sorrow, 

To our Baby-King, 
We pray that God will grant him 

Strength in every care, 
And sorrow's hand lie lightly 

On his sunny hair. 

A June Songr. 

Sing, happy birds, in a gay gladsome chorus ! 
Rain, sweet Laburnums, a golden shower o'er us ! 
June and life's summer are spread out before us ! 

Here, with a hand that heaps freely the measure, 
June giveth beauty, and perfume, and pleasure — 
To hearts tired of winter, how welcome a treasure. 

O would that ever the June lay before us, 

While the Laburnums rained golden showers o'er us. 

And to the birds' songs our hearts sang the chorus. 
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Content to Wait. 

Do not think I envy you 
All your lovers brave and bold 1 

I am seeking through the world 
For my own true " heart of gold." 

Well know I he waits for me, 
Somewhere, in that world so fair ! 

Do not think I envy you — 
I shall surely meet him there ! 

Do not think I envy you ! 

Shrined within my heart are gleams 
Far, far brighter than you know ! 

Leave me lonely to my dreams. 
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A Joy SonsT' 

Sequel to *' Content to Wait.*' Sept. 25th, 1873. 

Sing, O heart, 'neath the cloudy sky — 
Sing, O heart, through the morning cold ; 

Who so happy and glad as I, 

Now I have found my " heart of gold ?" 

Have found a heart, brave, honest, and true, 
One that has loved me well and long — 

Never again deceit to rue I 

Heart, thou art joyous, be glad thy song ! 

Sing, O heart ! though the skies be grey — 
Sing, though the morning breeze be cold ! 

There breaks the dawn of a brighter day, 
Now I have found my "heart of gold." 
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In Sorrow. 



O DEAR to me in hours of bliss, 

Whose moments winged by pleasure flew ! 
Whose every recollection is 

A joy in dreaming to renew ; 
Yet, O my friend, you dearer far 
In these dark days of trouble are. 

O dear to me when laughter light 
Fled from the rosy lips, whose smiles 

Made darkest days of winter bright. 
Even as wintry sun beguiles. 

But though the red lips laugh no more, 

You are far dearer than of yore. 

Not mine a summer love for you — 
It sees the coming storm of care. 

And stands beside you, staunch and true, 
To aid, to comfort, and to share. 

And, love, believe me I dearer far. 

You in these days of sorrow are. 
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Tired Out. 



Do you know what it is to feel weary — 

Too weary to rest ? 
Yes, even though trae love should pillow 

Your head on her breast ? 

Do you know what it is to feel weary — 

Too weary to live ? 
When it seems that the silence of death 

Blessed respite would give 

From the strife, and the anguish, and labour, 

That make up our life : 
(Yea, e'en though true love would fain shield us 

From the toil and the strife !) 

If you've known what it is to feel weary — 

As weary as I — 
Too despairing to hope — scarcely caring to live 

Too weary to sigh — 

You will leave me alone to the silent, 

Sweet comfort of night ; 
And perhaps I shall rise bright and hopeful 

With the morning light 
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Idle Dreeuns. 

The night is chill and snowy, 

And all is dark I see ; 
Yet a strange, strange fancy will persist 

In clinging unto me ; 
Is it a dream of a spring that W(iSy 

Or a spring that is to bei 

For I shut my eyes and fancy 
Tis a morning fresh and fair, 

And the faint sweet breath of primroses 
Arises on the air ; 

In the pinewood they are blossoming 
In thousands sweet and rare. 

Nay, in thought I stoop to gather 
The blossoms at my feet ; 

I carol along the leafy lanes 
The lark's glad song to greet ; 

And the violets are blooming there 
Very fair and sweet. 

Tis but dreaming, for the firelight 
In the pleasant homestead gleams ; 

Why think I then of fair meadow landSj 
Of blossoms, and of streams ? 

When outside the snows of winter fall 
They are only idle dreams. 
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Baby. 

TO MY SISTER. 

Here is thy solace for life's weariness, 
A sure and certain comfort in distress. 

Two little hands to press out all the pain, 

And make thy heart grow strong and brave again. 

Two little feet that, being led, will show 
Thee more distinctly where thy feet should go. 

A little pouting mouth of rosy red 

That must be taught to ask for " daily bread." 

A heart that must be trained to know and feel 
The sorrows that it has no power to heal. 

Fair dawning eyes, to look in thine, and make 
The whole world bud and blossom for their sake. 

Fair buds of promise, blossoms bright of hope, 
To fit thy soul with life's great ills to cope, 

And so to be a pleasure and a care, 
A guide to duty and an aid to prayer. 
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Gkrowinsr Up. 

The boy is growing to manhood now — 

One scarce can recognise 
Aught but the broad and thoughtful brow, 

And the kind and loving eyes. 

He must sit beside you to make you feel 

Him a little child again ; 
And the sudden turning of life's wheel 

Has given you pain. 

He stands beside and you must look up, 

Where you once looked down ; 
Do you find bitter or sweet in the cup ? 

You can scarcely own. 

If from old-time ways he slips his hand 

In yours, it is not the same ; 
For the baby you thought most fair in the land 

Is a thought and a name. 

Grieve not, O mother ! The baby still 

Lives in your heart ; 
And the olden place he still can fill — 

You are not apart. 
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The old pet names will sometimes slip, 

But a something strange 
Has checked the words upon your lip 

And has shown the change. 

Are you grieved, O mother, your baby-boy 
Has slipped from your loving arms? 

The man may bring you a fuller joy 
Than his infant charms. 

Fear not, though he outgrows your care. 

Let a wiser hand take, 
But never forget your nightly prayer 

For your " Baby's'* sake. 



CfOunaeL 

Do that which is right. 
Seem just what you are ; 

Keep faith before you — 
A bright pilot-star. 

God watcheth o'er you — 

Be faithful and true 
To the conscience within you 

And nought shall you rue. 
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For Old Love's Sake. 

Bitter words are lightly said — 
But pass them by ; 

Since you and I know our love is dead- 
Yes, you and I ! 

And now, I pray you, forget the past 
And my fond hand take ; 

And let this quarrel be our last — 

For the " Old Love's Sake ! " 

We are not now what we were before. 

What matter, dear? 
I have no wish that the days of yore 

Again were here. 
We bear alternately joy and pain — 

Cling and forsake — 
But take my hand in your own again 

For the " Old Love's Sake." 

• Whose fault was it — ^yours or mine — 

That we should part ? 
Ah, what a flood of light divine 

Shone on my heart — 
The day you took my hand in yours 

As a prize we take — 
Now it forgives you and endures — 

For the " Old Love's Sake." 
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But now your hand tells no more to me 

Than a stranger's clasp ; 
No happy promise of joy to be 

Is in its grasp ; 
The dreary present darkens the past, 

Nothing can make 
Me look to a future bright and vast — 

Not even " Old Love's Sake !" 

And yet for the sake of what has been, 

And will ne'er more be — 
And because you were dearer than all the world 

One while to me — 
I can bless your future and wish it fair; 

Would an Eden make 
For you, and would pray joy to linger there — 

For the " Old Love's Sake." 

But alas, and alas, for what has been 

And will ne'er more be ! 
Alas for the pride that came between 

Your heart and me ! 
Never again will you have the power 

Joy or grief to wake ; 
For I bid farewell henceforth from this hour 

To the "Old Love's Sake." 
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At Disley. 

TO B. K., ARTIST. SEPTEMBER, 1879. 

I WATCHED you sketch amongst the graves — your face 

Sweet as a May rose, delicate and fair. 
Your every action had a certain grace] 

Since youth, and hope, and joyousness were there ; 
And later, with a pink rose in your hair, 

Gladdest amid the dance. Each movement had 
For me a certain charm, not understood 

By those around — careless, and gay, and glad. 
A happy maiden, sweet, and pure, and good ; 

Yet as I watched you, blithest, gladdest there, 
There fell upon my heart a sudden fear 

Like the foreboding of a coming care 1 
Even as Alpine mountaineers foretell 
The coming storm — they know the signs so well. 
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Evening. 1868. 

Evening has come. How gently now she steals 

Over the crimson glory of the west. 
Troubles are hushed ; the wearied bosom feels 

This is, indeed, a time of peace and rest 
Now see we Nature, pure and undefiled, 
Preparing for her sleep like a fair child 
That, ere it sleeps, kneels down in solemn prayer, 
So lowly said it scarce disturbs the air. 

So Nature seeketh peace at eve's fair shrine, 

And with her orisons the fragrant air 
Is undisturbed. This weary heart of mine 

Joins with her silently in solemn prayer 
And at this hour, so stilly, pure, and calm, 
Eve pours her peace, like Gilead's soothing balm. 
And stills the sadness dwelling in m^ breast. 
• O, God hath given to us this time of rest 

To show what Eden was ere sin had come ; 

Methinks the air as silent was, and calm 
As this still eve. Where'er my steps may roam 

Eve singeth to my ear the same sweet psalm, 
And peace doth fill my breast. The moon, afar, 
The holy, calm, and lovely evening star. 
Nay, e*en the solemn stillness of the air 
Seem but to call me, like a child, to prayer. 



y Google 



84 POEMS. 



-True Beauty. 

LINES TO MY ADOPTED MOTHER, 

When first I looked on that dear face, 
Twas like a wild rose, sweet and fair ; 

No wrinkle marred its tranquil grace, 
But girlhood's beauty lingered there. 

Yes ; sweet as blossom of the May, 

The face I looked upon that day. 

When first I saw those eyes of thine, 
They as forget-me-nots were blue ; 

I laid my heart upon thy shrine — 
I felt thee good, and kind, and true ; 

And never has that heart of thine 

Dealt aught but kindness unto mine. 

When now I look upon thy face — 

The blue eyes dimmed, the rose-bloom gone, 
Wrinkled, yet fair — still can I trace 

A beauty there of virtue's own ; 
And that dear face will ever be 
The fairest in the world to me. 
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To a Glad Girl. 

Laugh on, my sweet 1 Youth's golden fetters bind thee 
With many a link of joyance strange and fleet ; 

O, will the future e'er as joyous find thee ? 
Ah no, not so ; so laugh on now my sweet ! 

That merry laugh ! Tis music to my hearing ! 

Gather the roses as they round thee lie, 
With loving hand, and with a smile endearing 

Garner the golden moments ere they fly. 

Yet, O my darling ! seek not always pleasure. 
For life is made of mingled joy and pain. 

Yet, wherefore should I sadden thee, my treasure ? 
O, let me hear that merry laugh again ! 

O sweetest, dearest of my friends ! Most tender 
When sorrow saddens me. When it is gone 

Out shines thy smile in all youth's summer splendour. 
And thy glad laugh rings light. O love, laugh on ! 
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King Frost has come again. 

King Frost has come again, 

And on each window pane 
The traces of his artist hand he leaves; 

Towers, crags, and castles grand, 

Emblems of Fairyland, 
And delicate tracery of tropic leaves. 

The children wondering stand 

As mother's snowy hand 
Points out the mystic wonders of the pane. 

On which is fair impressed 

(To glad the skater's breast). 
The message that ICing Frost has come again. 

King Frost has come again : 

But O! with thoughts of pain 
We think of those outside the sheltering door— 

Of those out in the street, 

Unfitted quite to meet 
The tyranny of Frost — the houseless poor. 

Hearts of the rich are gay. 

Taking their joyous way 
To pond in meadow, or to lake in park ; 

Hearts of the poor are sad, 

No comforts to be had 
For bitter, biting days and evenings dark. 
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God grant that all who have 

May give to those who crave 
The crumbs from their rich feast, and never vain 

Appeal to feeling heart, 

That reads, with sudden smart, 
The workmen's tyrant, Frost, has come again. 

Dora. 

Death came to her when fair and young, 
With merry laugh and loving tongue 

And heart so true and sweet; 
He kissed and closed the happy eyes 
(Once bright with mirth, arch with surprise), 

And stilled the lightsome feet. 

He drew her from her lover's arms, 
With all her graceful girlish charms, 

And clasped her to his breast ; 
The fair rose-cheek grew wan and pale, 
The white lids hid the unfinished tale 

Of love, and all was rest 

They laid her graceful girlish form 
(Sheltered for ever from life's storm) 

Beneath the daisied sod. 
We know the spirit we call Death, 
Who kissed away our darling's breath, 

Was minister to God. 
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A Dream of May. 

Night after night I dream sweet dreams 

Of banks where violets grow, 
Of nodding pines and singing streams, 

And vales where wild flowers blow. 
I dream sometimes of blush-roses sweet, 

And oft have sung their praises ; 
But I dreamt last night of a meadow full 

Of pure and spotless daisies. 
And leafless trees, then, were fresh and green. 

And little birds sang on each spray ; 
And I sang as I marked the lovely scene, 

"The dear God has blessed us with May." 

me, but my heart grew glad and young 
As I saw the daisies sweet ; 

And the tender blades of grass new sprung. 
The bright spring days to greet. 

1 would that my dream of May were true, 
For my sad heart longs for flowers. 

Longs to cull them when skies are blue, 
And May decks this land of ours. 

Yet faint not, heart, for the flowers will blow, 
And spring will come one day ; 

And youMl sing as you gather the daisies like snow, 
" The dear God has blessed us with May." 
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Julia. 



Laughing Julia, bright and fair, 
With your fun-flushed cheeks and saffron hair. 
And your ready laughter, so glad and sweet, 
And your warm hand-clasp my own to greet, 
And the loving words that you forget 
As soon as another love is met 

Charming Julia, fair and quaint. 
More of a sinner by far than a saint ! 
Enchanting flirt ! Bewitching coquette ! 
Bright as a star above us set 1 
Yet shining as never a star has done 
With love's own light, heart-winning one. 

'Witching Julia, O my sweet ! 
I yearn the touch of your lips to meet ; 
Your hand to touch and your waist to press, 
(While the wayward spirit I needs must bless). 
I sigh while I own that my love you are, 
For you're out of reach as the evening star. 
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Mistaken. 



I SAID in mingled sorrow and wrath, 

** God keep her from e'er again crossing my path." 

I said " I ne'er again wish to see 

The face that was once so dear to me/' 

For I knew it would give me exquisite pain 
To see that fair false face again. 

I told my heart I loathed the grace 
And the perfect beauty of that false face. 

And yet that heart would quicker beat 

At the thought " What if we should chance to meet ? " 

And when at last by chance we met, 
I found it sweet to forgive and forget 1 

My scorn and anger deceptions proved 

And I learnt the lesson, that ^^/oatAed** meant ^^/ar^ed" 
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A Little W^itch. 

Spells, charms, and sorceries she tries 

On ev'ry heait that near her hovers ; 
And she wiU tell, with sparkling eyes, 

Of all her conquests and her lovers. 
She has a look so full of fun, 

That though for flirting you reprove her, 
Yet, when the little lecture's done, 

You scolding, pet, and blaming, love her. 

And she will say she ne'er intends — 

Not she I to wear Love's golden fetter ! 
What ! blessed with fortune, health and friends, 

How could she change her lot for better ? 
No, no ! she chatters counsel dumb-— 

It is quite useless to reprove her; 
So we wait till " Mr. Wright " shall come 

To woo and win and wed and love her. 
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The Lost Playmate. 

IN MEMORIAM W. R. OBIT. FEB. 6tH, 1877. 
I. 

What ails our dear Grandpa ? 

So stilly he lies ; 
No smile on his loved face — 

No light in his eyes. 

The children are weeping — 
There's something amiss ; 

He has no word to give them — 
No fond look, or kiss. 

It was but this morning 
He played with them there, 

And the rose on his cheek 
Seemed healthy and fair. 

It was but this morning — 

And lo ! now he lies ; 
No rose on his cheeks — 

No light in his eyes. 

II. 

O, come away, children, 

Nor bitterly weep ; 
Lest your sobs disturb Grandpa 

In his last, swtdest sleep. 
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O, come away, children, 
His sold is not there — 

It has gone back to heaven. 
So spotless and fair. 

O, come away, children, 
And join me in prayer, 

That we, in the future, 
May meet with him there. 



Weary. 

As a little child might come and rest 
Its tired head on a parent's knee, 

And layeth down its weariness — 
Even so I, Father, come to Thee. 

As weary as a little child — 

But not with childhood's faith and hope ; 
To ask for peace, and faith ; and strength 

With all life's toils and cares to cope. 

O Father, weary with my load 

I kneel in earnest, heartfelt prayer ; 

And yet why should I dread life's road. 
Sustained and strengthened by Thy care ? 
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Fianc^. 
(to w. h. r., OCT. 26th, 1875.) 

I REST in your love, so tender and true, 
My faithful-hearted, as though at last 

My heart a full contentment knew, 
And was glad to forget and forego the past. 
For a true love treasure so wide and vast 

I look to a future passed with you. 

As when one dreams and shuts one's eyes 

(Dimmed with a mist of soul-wrung dew), 
And sees a vision of Paradise — 
Of blossoming bowers and cloudless skies. 

O love, I think if you only knew 

How I dream sometimes as I sit alone. 

You would never doubt my love for you. 
Or ask if my heart were all your own. 
For a stronger love I have never known. 
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Maud. 

Sunny and gay, 
As a June day, 

Joyous and gladsome, 
Is she alway. 

Sorrow and care 
Keep far from her. 

As loth to shadow 
A thing so fair ! 

Her presence bright. 
Makes dark seem light, 
And when she goes. 
Day turns to night. 

So fair to view ; 
So good and true ; 

As loving a friend 
As my heart e'er knew I 
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A Portrait. 

An English girl, fair, frank, and free, 

Brimful of fun and laughter ; 
With joyous thoughts of years to be, 

And sometimes life hereafter. 
With witching arts — a sweet coquette — 

Alas ! poor hearts that love her ; 
She shines as far as star that's set 

In the blue sky above her. 

But some day there will come a knight. 

Brave, loving, bold, and fearless. 
With loving eyes and smile so bright, 

To which the sun seems cheerless ; 
And he will bind her heart and hand ; 

With love's light fetters laden — 
The sweetest matron in the land, 

As now the sweetest maiden. 
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A May Blossom. 

In Maying month my pet was bom, 
That month of most coquettish weather ; 

With sometimes sun, and sometimes rain. 
And sometimes sun and rain together. 

Like Maying month, her changeful moods, 
Now every eflfort used to please ; 

And kind and sweet — ^an instant change — 
All her endeavours are to tease. 

Like May's her tears, like May's her smiles. 
Like May's her smiles and tears together ; 

My darling is, I clearly see, 
Just a reflection of May weather. 

Months pass away. May comes again ; 

Tearful or bright we joy to greet her ; 
So when I see my darling's face. 

My heart nigh passes out to meet her. 

And though coquettish as the month, 
And changeful as the inconstant weather, 

I always meet a welcome sweet. 
And we two make it June together. 
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Ck)ndenm Not. 

•• Neither do I condemn thee; go and sin no more." — St. John, 
ch. viii., V. II. 

The babe that nursed and tended sleeps, 
Soft pillowed on its mother's breast ; 

What can it know of one who weeps 
The utter loss* of peace and rest? 

And those who live and move within 

A circle formed of faith and prayer, 
What can they know of crime and sin, 

And all they bring of pain and care ? 

You, who condemn another's sin. 

The bitter words of censure stay, 
To learn what the temptation's been 

That led their feet so far astray. 

For you, though now hedged round with care. 
With double fence of haughty pride. 

In some dark hour, unblessed by prayer, 
May find sin standing at your side. 

Judge not ; even although it seem 

To you (who dwell in purer sphere 
All sin could have averted been 

By colder manners, greater care. 
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Not yours to judge, not yours to ^lam€, 
Let pity stir the scornful breast ; 

With you it might have been the same ; 
Leave it to Him who judgeth best 



The Empty Study. 

IN MEMORIAM S. T., OBIT. FEB. 28, 187I. 

Here is his treasured room, but where is he ? 

Here is the desk whereon he used to write- 
Here are his book-shelves 'ranged all neat to see — 

All things familiar to our aching sight. 

All things familiar ? Ah, all things but Aimy 

And we but idly question where is he ? 
Perhaps when at the last our eyes grow dim. 

His face may be the first those opening eyes may see. 
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At "The Old HaU." 

O, WINTER dances, summer walks, 
All full of heartfelt fun and glee ! 

And pleasant, confidential talks 

My merry-hearted friend, with thee 1 

When gladdest laughter echoed sweet 
Among the oaken rafters old ; 

And kindest welcome made complete 
Joys I should write with ink of gold. 

O, dear Old Hall ! Thy roofs so low 
Could never harbour scorn or pride; 

And tenderness would temper woe 
If there it ever should abide. 

Touch with a loving finger, Time, 
Her mother's kind and friendly face ; 

Long be it ere these eyes of mine 
Shed tears to see her vacant place. 

Lie lightly, hand of Time, upon 
Her loving father's silvered hair ; 

And ever be their treasured one 
As gladsome and as free from care. 
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Outside The "Old HaU" Door. 

I STOOD outside the homestead door, 
And thrilled with expectation sweet ; 

" I soon shall see her face once more, 
Another minute we shall meet." 

I knew the welcome waiting there, 

Yet paused, as if to realise 
The pictured dream, so sweet, so fair — 

The sudden joy, the glad surprise ! 

My darling heard my steps without, 
Her every sense was on the watch. 

She heard me pause, as if in doubt — 
She heard the lifting of the latch. 

And flew to meet me — oh, the kiss ! 

The olden welcome — ever new 1 
Oh, surely it is life's best bliss 

When two hearts meet so fond and true. 
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The Gorse of Eden. 

We need the storm to love the cahn ; 

To shed sad tears to value laughter; 
The hurtful wound to prize the balm ; 

The cloud to love the sunshine after. 

We must experience deceit 
To value well a friend sincere, 

And love in vain to find how sweet 
An after love more kind and dear. 

We must be poor to value wealth, 
And rich to say that labour's sweet ; 

And ill to be in love with health. 
And tired to long for resting feet ; 

And plain to think that beauty's all 
A maiden heart could wish or crave ; 

And beautiful to find it pall. 
And tire of being fashion's slave. 

We long for things not ours. The known 
Pales in the light of unknown glory ; 

The unattainable charms alone — 
It is the old-time Eden story. 
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True at Heart. 



Sitting apart, I sadly listened — 

My love was speaking another fair ; 
A dear friend's head leant on my breast, there glistened 

A tear-drop bright in the lustrous hair. 

Nobody saw it ; no one wist it ; 

But my arms clung close as close could be, 
And the tear-wet hair I stooped and kissed it 

That none the falling tears might see. 

And he still spoke her fair; spoke and flattered ; 

Sweetly she answered, smiled and sighed ; 
My heart ached sore — little that mattered ! 

O ! but the pain was hard to bide. 

When he whispered and lowly bended, 

Did he know I was so anear ? 
Did he know how my heart attended 

The loving accents I held so dear ? 

Others spoke, but I could not listen — 
Others smiled, but I would not see — 

Till I saw in his eyes the old look glisten 
And knew at heart he was true to me. 
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To a Discontented Friend. 

WITH A CELANDINE — "jOYS TO COME." 

I BRING thee the first bright Celandine ; 
" Under a hedge," as Haynes Bayly sings, 
I found the blossom ; and wished for wings 

To make its meaning, dear one, thine. 

For had I wings, I would soar away — 
Further soar than the lark, who springs 
From the clover grass with dew-wet wings — 

Till I reached the Land of Day. 

When I would knock at the Golden Gate, 
And, entering, seek our Father's throne. 
And pray Him to make the gift thine own, 

And patient his answer wait 

All this I would do, dear friend for thee ; 
Wingless, I may enter the gate by prayer 
(For the land of Heaven is everywhere), 

Though human eyes cannot see 

The beauty and light of that blissful home ; 
So now I kneel and ask for thee. 
Faith in the good that will surely be, 

And trust in the "joys to come." 
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In Houfirh-Bnd Olougrh. 1870. 

Thrushes that carol in branches above me, 

Soft springing grasses under my feet : 
A dear hand close clinging, says mutely, " I love thee," 

All is so sweet in the sunshine — so sweet ! 

Crowds of bright celandines, sunny and golden, 
Brighten the banks of the streamlet that flows 

Murmuring ever, just as in the olden 
Springs it flowed ever oblivious of woes. 

Crowds of anemones, graceful and airy. 

Dance to the songs of the whispering breeze ; 

Each one I think palace fit for a fairy, 
Stooping to gather them under the trees. 

Sing, happy thrush, in the branches new-leafing ! 

Pour out your heart in the praises of spring 1 
One heart that listens restraineth its grieving. 

Striving to learn the glad song that you sing. 

O pleasant woodlands 1 O spring-day of gladness ! 

As we go wandering here by the stream ; 
In this glad joyance my heart quits its sadness. 

And time passes by us as fleet as a dream. 
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Amy Bell. 



A DEAR child-woman, winsome and wise, 
Womanly wise and womanly sweet ; 

With loving lips, and earnest eyes. 
Helpful hands and ready feet 

O dearer than ever words could tell, 

Is this little darling — ^Amy Bell. 

Golden brown curls all over her head, 
And golden thoughts her pure heart within ; 

Before her the future lies outspread ; 
God keep her ever from ev'ry sin ! 

God keep her. Good angels shield her well ; 

Pure unto death be sweet Amy Bell. 

For Amy Bell, in the sweet to-day. 
Is pure as a blossom newly blown ; 

Her heart is fuller than one could say, 
With sweet little wise thoughts all her own. 

O may the good Shepherd guard her well. 

This dear little lamb — sweet Amy Bell ! 
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Flowers from a Brother's Gh:uve. 

A LITTLE withered spray 

Of heliotrope — 
A faded, scentless rose, 

That once did ope 
Its sweet rose-coloured lips 

To scent the air. 
'Tis brown and scentless now ; 

But it was fair 

When gathered from the grave 

Where Willie lies. 
I never more shall see 

His dark-blue eyes ; 
Therefore, I keep the rose 

And heliotrope spray, 
And in my memory 

They bloom alway. 
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A Prodi^raL 

I GAZE upon his pictured face — 

The earnest eyes, the thoughtful brow j 
If I should look upon him now^ 

How should I miss the boyish grace ! 

I muse upon his mis-spent youth — 
One ceaseless round of wasted days, 
And yet see much to Jove and praise, 

In simple goodness, faith, and truth. 

He was so good, so kind, so true ! 
We held his smiling face so dear. 
That we could wish his follies here, 

If he were only with them, too. 

For love forgives all things to love, 
And tears and prayers efface the stain 
That souls in earthly struggles gain, 

And fit those souls for life above. 
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My Little Nephew. 
G. p. c. c 1878. 

He grows in beauty, like the flowers 
That open to the noon-day sun ; 

And mingled joy and pain are ours 
In gazing on this little one. 

A shade comes o'er his mother's face — 
The shadow of a coming care — 

In girlish days what careless grace, 
What gladness and content were there ! 

His father's eyes are full of pride ; 

His heart has many a folded plan ; 
Alas, how much may yet betide 

Ere baby grows to be a man ! 

But still their hearts are filled with joy— - 
With great delight — ^and yet with care; 

For, gazing on this baby-boy. 
They know how much unknown is there. 
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Reproof. 

Peace, foolish heart ! 

Be still and complain not ; 

Be all thy sorrow and pain forgot ; 
Grieved though thou art 

Peace, foolish heart ! 

No more complain ; 

God sent the pain — 
God sent the smart 

While still above 

The bright stars shine, 

One creed be thine — 
That '' God is Love.** 

One hope be thine — 

When pain is past 

To reach at last 
A rest divine. 
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The Heart's Hope. 

When gloomy clouds are dark before, 
A golden sunbeam, peeping through, 

Tells me all will be bright once more — 
It is the Hope of meeting you. 

When stem despair serene and still 
Has chilled my utmost being through ; 

One sweet thought yet has power to thrill,- 
It is the Hope of meeting you. 

When sleepless nights are passed in tears, 
And I have wept the long day through ; 

One hope can solace griefs and fears— 
The one sweet Hope of meeting you. 

And so for ever to life's end, 
Whatever sorrows I pass through, 

My comfort be, O dearest friend. 
The one sweet Hope of meeting you. 
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A Dreamy Maiden. 

Dreamy and pensive — ah, no sorrow yet 

On that fair brow has cast its mournful shade ; 
There are no griefs you pray you may forget ; 

Love has not come anigh you yet, fair maid ! 
Life seems to you a glad and peaceful dream — 

Its cares and woes you only know by name — 
What wonder you it Fairyland should deem ? 

Ah, once my fancy pictured it the same. 

And death has broken not even one link 

Of the love-chains that bind you. There is not 
One heart-wound from the touching which you'd shrink ; 

Surely your lot has been no common lot ! 
Then why, sweet maiden ! why those eyes that dream ? 

I'd have them glad as other eyes I know ; 
Yet, nay ! so tranquil-hearted do you seem 

That, darling, I would ever have you so. 
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Meanoibe. 1868. 

I DO not love her for her fair young face 

(Although most proud I of her beauty be) ; 
I do not love her for her graceful air — 

That she is graceful everyone can see. 
I do not love her for her haughtiness ; 

But that she has a heart so kind and warm, 
That I care not how proud indeed she be — 

Her sweet reserve to me is a great charm. 

She does not show her heart to common eyes — 

Only to those who hold the key of love — 
Only a heart tender, And like her own, 

To show her sweetest feehngs doth her move. 
She pities those indeed she cannot help, 

She sympathises with a true distress ; 
But O ! the warm and tender heart she has, 

'Tis only those she loves can truly guess. 
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A Sprinfir IdylL 

We stood and talked together — 
Our hearts were glad and gay — 

About the changeful weather, 
And the coming of the May. 

The joys that June might bring us, 
The delights it had in st6re ; 

But we spoke not of past pleasures 
That return to us no more. 

With artist eyes admiring, 
Through all our careless talk, 

The fringe of golden crocuses 
Adown the garden walL 

And the snowdrops joy-bells ringing 
Over the new sprung grass ; 

Daffodils welcome flinging 
To all who chanced to pass. 

Mezereon rosy glowing — 
The sunny, southern wall, 

Where golden jessamine in showers 
Of star-blooms seemed to fall. 

And in the branches o'er us, 
O ! how the birds did sing 

A gay and gladsome chorus 
Of welcome to the spring ! 
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'Twas not the sunny season — 

Though 'twas bright enough for May — 
O that was not the reason 

Myiieart was glad that day. 

It was the one beside me, 
Whose hand was clasping mine, 

Who gave my heart its gladness, 
And made life seem divine ! 



I Love You. 

I NEED no words from those red rosebud lips, 
No clasp of clinging arms to tell me this ; 

No letters written by that snowy hand- 
No, nor, though highly prized, a true love kiss. 

I read it in those frank and honest eyes — 
I see it in that fair and loving face ; 

I read it in the open, truthful heart 
Where harboureth no thought except of grace. 

Yet, love, I list to your low-murmured words. 
And fain would listen to them evermore ; 

So clasp me closely, and with kissing lips 
Repeat the sweet refrain, love, o'er and o'er. 
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In Lytham Pajrish Church Yard. 

All honoured be the place ! with reverent tread 
I pass among the graves, and, pleased, I see 
How side by side, as should be, brotherly 

Lie Church and Catholic and Wesleyan dead. 

'Tis strange, but true, that this thing may be said- 
That in my many wanderings ne'er have I 
Beheld a graveyard where interred do lie 

Such different faiths, thus in one common bed. 

But so it should be I Christ hath taught us this- 
That in God's house full many mansions be ; 
And so with great content and joy I see 

The prjesent union this, God's acre, is. 

An augury that the future yet may see 

Creeds that, wide differing, yet are brotherly. 
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A Lesson Taught by a Kiss. 

It comes back like a dream : the sombre room 
Gray with the dusk of eve — the ceaseless rain 
That beat impatient on the window pane — 

And a pale face as fair as lily-bloom, 

A sweet low voice that questioned through the gloom 
" Do you not know me ? " I, made weak by pain, 
Strove to remember face or voice in vain, 

And answered " No ! Who are you ?" Speaking not 
She lower bent, and with lips soft and warm 
Kissed me upon the mouth, and like a charm 

Thrilled me with knowledge* Ah, all unforgot 

Her welcome sweet that ever was my lot ! 

And thus I learnt how kindred souls may meet 

Voiceless, unseen, and render heaven complete. 
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In the Twilierht. 

SING the whfle my fingers stray, 
Love, 'mid thy amber hair; 

It almost charms my grief away 

To see that face so fair ! 
Sing while the drooping lashes sweep 

Thy dainty cheek upon, 
While to my tired eyes teardrops creep 

For dear ones who are gone. 

Sing, for a breath of hopeful youth 

Seems thrilling through thy strain, 
Telling me of love's faith and truth : 

Then sing to me again ! 
The thrilling sadness of thy tone, 

So strange, so passing sweet, 
Has made me feel less sad, less lone, 

Made Time appear more fleet 

For O, he flies with thee so fast — 
He lags so much with me ! 

1 marvel not that wonder vast 

In those blue eyes I see ! 
Sing to me — charm these weary thoughts 

Into their sleep again ; 
Sing, pretty one, for heavenly notes 

Seem mingled with thy strain. 
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Madcap Nellie. 

O, HOW the bright sun in June days of old 
Loved to turn the brown of her hair to gold, 

To burn with his kisses the face so fair ; 

For untouched by sorrow, unshaded by care, 
Was our Madcap Nellie in days of old. 

For our Madcap Nellie in days of old, 
Was fearless in innocence, brave and bold : 

Full of tricks, and fun, and mischievous glee, 

A torment and yet a dehght to me: 
Dear Madcap Nellie in days of old. 

But our Madcap Nellie is altered now. 
For womanly cares have marked her brow ; 

Yet the quick impulse to do and dare. 

In her innermost spirit lingers there, 
Though our Madcap Nellie be altered now. 

A matron now, Nellie upon her hand 

Bears the symbol of marital command. 
She is grave, and staid, and proper, forsooth. 
Not fearless and wild as she was in youth ; 

Obedient she to Love's fond command. 

But O I for the Madcap Nellie of old. 
With the fearless spirit so brave and bold, 
And the holiday summers golden and bright. 
And the hearts and the feet alike so light — 
All gone with Madcap Nellie of old 



y Google 



1 20 POEMS. 

Our Fairy Princess. 

Our fairy princess was stately and tall, 
And crowned with a halo of red gold hair ; 

'Mong maidens fair she was fairest of all, 
For our fairy princess was wondrous fair. 

Our fairy princess had a heart of gold — 
Her heart than her face was lovelier far ! 

When a sad heart its tale of sorrow told, 
Pensive her face as the evening star. 

Our fairy princess was blessed in her youth 
With beauty and fortune, lovers and friends ; 

Each flattering tongue had a ring of truth — 
Alas ! soon the world's allegiance ends ! 

Our fairy princess has sorrows to day — 
Cares and anxieties, lasting, not fleet — 

Youth's faery glamour has faded away, 

And lefl: her a woman thoughtful and sweet. 

Her heritage passes to alien hands, 

She will dwell no more 'neath the old roof tree ; 
Her fortune is melted ; yet still she stands 

Stately and calm as a princess should be. 
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But yet she still, spite of sorrows and cares, 
Retains some gifts from her heart-winning youth, 

Fond friends to remember her in their prayers, 
Love to console her for all by its truth. 

May our fauy princess as she grows old — 
Loving daughter, true wife, and faithful friend — 

Still keep unchanged childhood's heart of gold 
Unsoiled, unalloyed, till her life shall end. 



Brigrliter Hours will Come. 

Brighter hours will come, dear, 
Weary ones will go, — 

Time unfolds his treasures 
If we will, or no, 

Dear Love ! 
If we will, or na 

Brighter hours will come, dear; 

Hope ; and patient be ; 
Brighter hours will come, dear. 

Cheering thee and me. 
Dear Love ! 

(>lad hours for thee and me. 
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In Eastham Woods. 

In the soft green of Eastham Woods, 

Sister, I thought of thee ; 
And wished that those dear eyes were near 

To bless the scene for me — 
To beautify, as does ihe sun, 
All things my glad eyes looked upon. 

One with me walked more dear than thou; 

I clasped her hand in mine ; 
I looked upon her placid brow 

And saw the love divine 
For me which lightened her loved face 
As though it wore an angel's grace. 

Sister beloved, the fern-clad land 

Was beautiful to me : 
It wanted but thy clinging hand 

An Eden fair to be ; 
It wanted but those loving eyes 
To be a second Paradise. 

I was not sad in Eastham Woods, 

So many times with thee ; 
I've sat in leafy woodland bowers 

And watched the distant sea — 
And yet a something called up tears, 
For soon we part perchance for years. 
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In twilight dim of Eastham Woods 

I walked and thought of thee, 
And gathered yellow saxifrage buds 

Like those across the sea — 
Like those we gathered long ago, 
When gushing wavelets murmured low. 

Sister beloved, the place was meet ; 

It wanted but the shine 
Of those dear eyes, those fearless feet, 

The fond hand's loving twine — 
Yes, love, it only wanted thee 
To make it Paradise to me. 

Thy Love. 

Thy love — ^how it hath brightened 

My sad and lonely lot ! 
It came as shines a sunbeam 

In some lonely woodland spot — 
Some nook wheie lovely blossoms 

And dancing waves are not 

Thy love — ^it hath been s6nt me. 

As hope and faith are given. 
To join again the links of love 

That were so sadly riven. 
Thy love— I thank God for it— 

A foretaste sweet of heaven. 
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A Queen of Hearts. 

She was the dearest of my many friends, 

And often, half in earnest, half in jest, 

We called her " Queen of Hearts "—a title fit 

She had a wondrous way of winning hearts — 

Unconsciously it seemed — not for the sake 

Of breaking them. She prized the love she won 

As poets blossoms prize in winter time. 

It was a way 
She had firom babyhood, a witchery 
Of wondrous power, a nameless charm, a grace 
Of voice and manner. Twas not that her face 
Was faultless perfect ; it was fair and sweet, 
And yet not beautiful, though there were some 
Thought it most loyely. 

'Twas a nameless charm ; 
Some said it was her smile so sudden sweet, 
A smile like sunshine on a dusky pool. 
With wondrous brightness; some her dark blue eyes, 
So full of love and woman-tenderness, 
The mirrors of her soul ; and some her voice. 
So full of sweetest music and of joy — 
The syren-voice that chatted and that sung 
So blithely and so freely 1 
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Some, again, 
Insisted that it was her merry laugh, 
Merry as wedding bells ; and some the air 
Of goodness and of kindness that breathed round her, 
As fragrance breathes around June's fairest rose : 
So fair, so sweet, so gay and glad was she. 
Well, how it was I know not ; I but know 
She won from almost all deep trust and love, 
Responsive to the love in her dear self. 
Worthy her name — a very " Queen of Hearts." 



My Lady. A Portrait. 

No one like her under the sun ; 
None to excel her ; no, not one ! 

Clear brain, fond heart, and manners bland, 
No truer lady in the land. 

Generous-hearted and kind is she ; 
Full of tenderest sympathy. 

None to rival her under the sun ; 
None to excel her ; no, not one 1 
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The Boys. 

" WHAT a noise about the house, 
Pray, children, do be quiet ; 

How can I read, or write, or think, 
'Mid such a constant riot? 

Be quiet, boys." Here mother's smile 

Puts me on the defensive ; 
"Mother, how can you stand the noise ? 

To me it's quite offensive." 

But mother's smile a shadow has ; 

" It's vexing, I don't doubt it. 
The noise they make ; but, darling, say, 

How would life seem without it ? 

" Suppose our noisy darlings lay 
Too still to plague or vex us, 

No torn clothes to repair each day, 
No questions to perplex us ?*' 

" O, mother, mother, say no more ! 

I'm wrong, I freely own it. 
For if we lost our noisy boys 

How much I should bemoan it." 
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A Faded Flower. 

A FADED clove carnation 

Gathered one golden day, 
Whose happiness, as often, 

Too quickly passed away. 

Tis but a faded blossom, 

But who shall guess the power 

To conjure up the past again 
Owned by a faded flower? 

A faded flower she gave me, 

When hearts were light and gay ; 

And songs, and mirth, and laughter, 
Made beautiful the day. 

I keep it in remembrance 
Of one fleeting golden hour, 

And sweet false words that passed away 
With the beauty of the flower. 
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Life's Lesson. 



Patience ! have patience ! 
How know*st thou God*s gracious will ? 

He has set thee a lesson : leam it ; 
Be patient and be still. 

Patience ! that is thy lesson : 
Learn it, and do not repine ; 

Mayhap thou wilt be rewarded 
Beyond deserts of thine. 

Patience ! have patience ! 
Lean thy weakness on His strength ; 

Only learn thou patience, 
He will strengthen thee at length. 

Patience ! have patience ! 
There is work to be done ; plod on, 

Unwearied, unrepining ; 
He sees thee, lonely one. 

Patience ! have patience ! 
Thou canst not see the end, 

Planned by His matchless wisdom— 
Thy Father and thy Friend. 
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Contentment. 

Whate'er your lot in life may be, 
Contentment makes it yet more blest ; 

And let the discontented see 

That those hearts are the happiest 

That do not vainly rage at fate, 

But strive, and pray, and hope, and wait. 

Contentment is a jewel rare ; 

Unless it decks a monarch's crown, 
He tires of life, however fair. 

And longs to throw the bauble down. 
And O, far happier is he 
Contented amidst poverty. 

Contentment means a heart resigned 
To will of God (which some call fate) ; 

Well pleased in duty's path to find 
Life's guerdon, and contented wait 

For what of good may them befall. 

Since God's hand is directing alL 

A Question. 

A SCENT of woodbine smelling through the dark ; 

Rose perfume as we pass a hedge-row by ; 
The gladsome carol of a happy lark ; 

The evening star, lone in the deep blue sky ; 
What are these simple things that they should be 
The keys of the locked stores of memory? 
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Content to be Second Best. 

If my voice be not sweet enough 

To call me Nightingale, 
Let me be the homely throstle 

Singing in the twilight pale. 
Let me like the throstle greet you, 

Ever with a merry lay, 
Since you say my songs can cheer you. 

And make bright the darkest day. 

Since not fair as the queen-rose is 

Of the garden flowers most fair, 
Let me be the homely brier-rose, 

Shedding sweetness everywhere. 
Since not peerless as the moon is, 

Sailing through the blue above, 
Let me be the stars to watch you. 

With a myriad eyes of love 1 

If not tall as stately Lily, 

With her beauty cold and sweet, 
Let me be the valley lilies, 

Scenting grasses round your feet 
Since I have not grace and beauty 

Thus to queen it o'er the rest, 
Let me be, my love, my darling. 

Just what you will love the best ! 
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For I shall not long for beauty, 

If you think me sweet ; 
If you hear Life's dearest music 

In my coming feet — 
In the voice that hastes to greet you 

When you homeward rove, 
Dearest one, instead of " Beauty." 

Do but call me "Love." 



To a Friend. 

We part on the New Year's Eve — 

Many years have come and gone 
Since first we met, and I still believe 

You of friends the truest one. 

For out of my many friends 

Some are dead, and some are changed ; 
And ever with thoughts oiyour love there blends 

A pang for the hearts estranged. 

On the New Year's Eve we part — 

God grant I may never see 
A New Year dawn that will find your heart 

Changed in its love for me. 
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A Little Lesson. 

You need not be proud of your sunny hair, 
For time will change those flowing tresses ; 

You need not be proud of your face so fair, 
Though it wins praise and fond caresses I 

For the face so lovely may lose its charm- 
Disease may its beauty all efface ! 

And though you are proud of your graceful form, 
Weakness and sickness may mar its grace. 

And even if spared, perchance, all these, 
Old age will come and will steal away 

The beauty you think all hearts should please ; 
And what will you do, love, in that dark day ? 

But be proud of your soul and keep it fair 
(A God-given gift) in your early youth \ 

But temper your pride by faith and prayer, 
And keep unsullied your girlhood's truth. 
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With a Wallflower. 

TO W. H. R. 1874. 

Wallflower, that so loving clingest 
Unto ruins old, and flingest 
0*er each hoary, reverend pile, . 
Thy sweet fragrance and thy smile — 
Teach me how to be like thee 
" Faithful in adversity." 

Lover, who my flower will take 
And hold precious for my sake. 
Let it whisper of my truth, 
In old age as in .my youth — 
Let it tell thee I should be 
" Faithful in adversity." 

As this flower of brown and gold 
Clingeth to the ruins old, 
So in grief this heart of mine 
Shall cleave closer unto thine ; 
Like the wallflower, love, I'll be 
" Faithful in adversity," 
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Fate. 

Two girls I loved, and both were fond and fair ; 
One walked, serenely sweet, in quietness — 
Her ways were pleasant and her life was peace. 
The other tossed light jests through scented air 
With lighter laughter. Wit so keen and rare 
Lightened else dreary hours — my fancy charmed, 
Till admiration seemed to true love warmed. 
It was but fancy ! Mary's gentler air 
Had less of fascination, more of truth — 

The type to me of noblest womanhood ; 
Sweet with the innocence of early youth, 

Thoughtful and kind, tender, and pure, and good. 
Between the two how could I hesitate, 
Since one was fancy's choice — the other, fate ? 
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At Moston. 

O LARK ! in the blue air soaring 
O'er the green and dewy fields, 

With thy passionate outpouring 
What pleasure thy music yields 

To us who stand still to listen 
With hands clasped in loving twine ; 

And I see my friend's eyes glisten 
With joy as they look in mine. 

Sing, far in the deep blue ether, 
And charm away sorrow and pain ; 

And we, who are soul-linked together, 
Will linger to list to the strain. 
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In Dunham Woods. 1875. 

Right beautiful were Dunham Woods, 
Although the trees were bare, 

And the dead fern rustled underfoot — 
There was beauty everywhere — 

And the gladness of our happy hearts 
Shed summer gladness there. 

We were so gay in Dunham Woods ! 

Our laughter echoed sweet, 
And the withered leaflets deadened 

The sound of lightsome feet ; 
And the moments they fled from us, 

Joy-winged, and all too fleet ! 

O, beautiful in Dunham Woods, 

The first fall of the snow ; 
The grey gloom of the skies above — 

The carpet white below — 
And the sighing of the evening breeze 

That wandered to and fro. 

Soft fell the eve in Dunham Woods ; 

Soft fell the snow so white ; 
And the day's light laughter died away 

In a tenderer delight, 
As we took our homeward way again 

In the half-uncertain light 
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O happy day in Dunham Woods, 
Devoid of doubts and fears ; 

Unclouded by a single thought 
Of weariness and tears. 

O happy day in Dunham Woods 1 
Glad memory for years. 



Passing a Bendezvous. 

I DO not turn my head to see 
The wicket where we used to stand, 

With cheek to cheek pressed tenderly. 
And fond hand closely clasping hand. 

I can remember, even yet, 

The gray gloom of the evening skies ; 
And more — for how could I forget — 

The love-light of your radiant eyes. 

But now I do not care to see 

The old place where we used to meet ; 
For, O, you are so changed to me 

Since those dear days, divinely sweet. 
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The Shadow of a Cross. 

Do you ask me why a shadow 
Mars the sunshine of my eyes, 

That were wont to be unshadowed 
As the sunny summer skies ? 

Ah, my eyes are weary gazing 
On the waste of future years ; 

And they ache, since not vouchsafed them 
Is the blessed boon of tears. 

For I see a shadow ever 

Loom my earthly path across, 

Till of Life it forms a portion — 
'Tis the shadow of a cross. 

Look not to my Past or Future ! — 

Darkness now on either lies ; 
And a seal of silence hideth 

The heart's solemn mysteries. 

Mine a grief beyond all telling — 

Mine a bitter sense of loss — 
Mine an ever-constant dwelling 

In the shadow of a cross. 
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Through the rosy blush of morning — 
Through the splendour of the noon — 

Through the twilight dim and hazy — 
'Neath the radiance of the moon — 

There it ever looms above me 

Far sometimes, and sometimes near ; 

And though there be hearts that love me 
And be hearts I hold most dear — 

I name not the secret anguish — 

Mention not the bitter loss — 
But for ever silent languish 

In the shadow of the cross. 

Hoping time will teach me patience ; 

Praying God will give me strength ; 
Trusting future hours will bring me 

Happiness and peace at length. 

Years may prove, when from me vanished, 

That a gain I thought a loss ; 
That a tender heart and loving 

Sent the shadow of the cross. 
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A Dying* Friendship. 

So our sweet old friendship is dying away — 
Forgotten as though it had never been — 

With never a whisper to bid it stay, 
And so little space our hearts between. 

Yes ! our hearts between, so small a space, 

That a minute's seeking would find thy £sw:e. 

No more glad converse of books and flowers ; 

No lingerings now by the garden wall ; 
No sweet employment of summer hours 

And happy dreamings at even-fall, 
While, side by side, we watched eve's star 
Glow in the dusk of the skies afar. 

Many love me, but still my heart 
Silently moumeth thy vacant place; 

Yet no smile would quiver, or teardrop start, 
Now at the sight of that once loved face, 

For I know that no word or look of mine 

Has power to trouble that heart of thine. 

Many I love — true friends and kind — 
But never again a friend will be 

So dear as thou ; for I ne'er shall find 
Again a heart so akin to me — 

To beat in unison with mine, 

As that sympathising heart of thine. 
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I pray that ever those eyes may keep 
Unclouded, undimmed their early shine ! 

I pray they never have cause to weep 
Such burning tears as these eyes of mine. 

That thou never mayst find in a single day 

Thy life's best happiness passed away. 

God keep thee, love, where'er thou go. 
Love fold around thee her watchful arms 

In the shelter of home, that ever so 
Thou mayst be shielded from Life's worst harms ; 

And never mayst learn the sad regret 

Of those who forgive and cannot forget. 

God bless thee, love. It may chance to be 

That as the slow years pass away, 
And thou canst no hope and no comfort see, 

Thou wilt read these words and, weeping, say, 
"Ah, would to God I could feel the kiss 

Of the lips whose comfort now I miss." 

The words I write, love, are meant to bless 
When /may no word of blessing say; 

And I mean them to be as a mute caress 
To comfort thee in a darker day — 

So take them, darling, and let them be 

As a record true of my love to thee. 
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A Love not Beautiftil but Soul-fiil. 

I DO not call him fair, although I love him ; 

I do not call him handsome — ^nay, nor grand ; 
Yet envy I the bright blue sky above him, 

And where his foot has trod I love the land. 

I do not call him bonnie — nay, nor stately ; 

His face has not the brightness of the sun ; 
I love to dance, yet my friend moves sedately ; 

Love-kisses yet he gives me never one, 

I love a life that's full of joy and pleasure, 
Yet for his sake I'd quit the busy town ; 

I tread my life to Hebe's laughing measure, 
And he to one philosophy might own. 

He smiles sometimes a smile of wondrous sweetness, 
Its tenderest beaming is for me alone ; 

Minutes with him have most surprising fleetness, 
Hours by his side have oft unheeded flown. 

Say, shall we wed, or shall we later sever, 
He to walk his way, I to go my own ; 

Walking apart in different ways for ever. 
Yet not to walk our divers paths alone! 
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Soul speaks to soul — ^he could unerring guide me, 
I could revere him — ^guardian, husband, friend ; 

How would life be, having him not beside me ? 
I know not ; dare not look towards that end. 

Betrothed. 

O HAPPY girl, looking with happy eyes 

On this fair earth, and all that herein is ; 
A world of beauty in the future lies I 
A glad green world with blue unclouded skies. 
And now the height of your young joy is this — 
To have your lover clasp your hand in his, 
And turn to meet the rapture of his kiss ! 

O happy girl, be happy while you may ! 

Be happy, folded to your lover's breast ; 
Thank God for love, kneeling to-night to pray ; 
Thank God for love, though love may pass away. 

Be happy in your lover's fond clasp prest ; 

Safe in Love's harbour, while outside the crest 

Of Life's sea ebbs and surges in unrest ! 

O happy girl, be happy in your sleep ! 

Wake happy from that sleep to-morrow mom ! 
You have not yet learnt vigils vain to keep, 
Not learnt as yet to lie awake and weep. 
Far be the shadow of a darker dawn 
Of days that teach Love's sweet rose has a thorn, 
And you so loved feel lonely and forlorn. 
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Outward Bound; 



Over the wastes^of the waters blue, 

Come back, O ship, with the sails of white, 

For my heart was sore, as a speck you grew. 
Dimly seen in the fading light ! 

My eyes are dim with their unshed tears — 

Over the wastes of the waters blue, 
Come back to comfort my untold fears, 

For the love of my heart is shrined in you. 

It is cold and cruel, the pitiless sea ; 

It has smitten many hearts with pain ; 
Yet it would not long part my love and me. 

For soon should we meet in Heaven again. 

Yet over the sparkling, pitiless sea, 
That scintillates in the sunshine's gold, 

Sail thou back safely, and bring to me 
My handsome sailor, so brave and bold 

I do not fear for my lover's heart, 

For I've read that true heart through and through; 
Though years on years we were kept apart, 

My lover would ever be fond and true. 
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I would trust my true love a million miles, 
And during his absence would hope and pray ; 

Would trust him where woman's loveliest smiles 
And magical beauty bewitch the day. 

With the fairest and cleverest maiden I 

Would trust my love without thoughts of pain ! 

For though angel-faces thronged the sky, 
He would come back to my arms again. 

Yet my sisters say I am not fair — 

He cares not if fair or not I be ; 
He lays his dear cheek against my hair. 

And centres the whole wide world in me. 

In vain I bid thee come back, O ship ! 

The bright waves bear us farther apart ; 
None shall know from the smile on each lip, 

The love and sorrow hid in each heart 

Yet sail thou back safe, O bonnie bark — 

The fairest that rides upon the sea ! 
Bring back my sunshine, for light is dark. 

Till you bring my darling back to me. 
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To-morrow, 

BLEST to-morrow ! blest, for then 

1 shall see my darling's face again. 

O dear to-morrow ! minutes, fly ! 
And bring the blissful hour more nigh. 

O bright to-morrow ! heart, be still, 
Too much of bliss forebodeth ill 

Yet to to-morrow, if God will, 
Look I with heart quick-beating still 

come, to-morrow ! quick — for then 

1 shall see the face I love again. 
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Yesterday. 

SEQUEL TO "to-morrow." 

Yesterday, when sunshine 
Made the earth seem gay, 

Then I met my sweetheart — 
Happy yesterday ! 

Yesterday, when sunshine 
Heralded the spring, 

And in leafless branches 
Birds began to sing 1 

In our hearts was sunshine — 

On our lips a song, 
For the dreary winter 

Had remained too long ! 

In our hearts was spring-time- 
Laughter light and gay — 

When I met my sweetheart 
In the sunshine yesterday. 



y Google 



148 POEMSw 



Christmaa. 

A Christmas in a foreign land — hovr strangely sad it 
seems, 

When we sit round our English hearths indulgmg Christ- 
mas dreams, 

When the yule-log fire is burning with ruddy cheerful 

glow. 
And outside, in the darkness, falleth the noiseless snow. 

And the bright firelight dances on pictured knights and 

dames, 
Making them seem almost^to start from out their 

ponderous frames. 
That the hands of merry maidens have decked with holly 

bright, 
And laurels and exotic flowers to greet the Christmas 

night 

In lands far from dear England, the Christmas sun is 

shining, 
And in those lands fond friends are perhaps at heart 

repining. 
Longing to be in Old England upon this happy night. 
To join the merry circle round the yule-log fire so bright. 
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Where pearly mistletoe is hung beneath the brilliant gas, 
And Herbert kisses laughing Maude as under it they pass, 
And the gay young collegian declares that it is prime, 
And says the girls ought to be kissed at such a jolly time ! 

There's music, cheering music ! in the familiar sound. 
So thinks the mariner at sea, on homeward voyage bound ; 
For months he has left his loved ones, to sail the bound- 
less main, 
But they'll have a happy Christmas when he is home again ! 

There's music in the sound of the dear familiar name ! 
May Christmas after Christmas come, and we still feel the 

same ! 
As happy and as merry as on this blithe Christmas night. 
When every one is lookmg so happy and so bright 

A glad and merry Christmas to every one on earth ! 
Because this day commemorates our loved Messiah's 

birth! 
A glad and joyous Christmas, and a very glad New Year, 
And many, many of them, we wish all our readers dear. 
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Breaking Love's Chain. 

O IT is hard, dear, parting thus from thee ; 
Link after link we break regretfully — 
Link after link we break of love's dear chain, 
Never to join those links on earth again. 

Tenderly one I break ; another thou — 
Here 'tis a promise vain ; and there, a vow — 
Link after link we break of love's dear chain, 
And know they never can be joined again. 

Remember not the message of my eyes — 
Think not of tears shed, nor of weary sighs ; 
Remember but the words I said to thee — 
Firmly yet tenderly — ** It cannot be." 

True love is sweet, but sweeter duty done; 
Faith and hope last when youth and grace are gone. 
Link after link we sever tenderly, 
Owning no dearer chain will ever be. 

Link after link — averted eyes ; a word 

Sweet, yet its sweetness scarcely breathed or heard, 

Alas 1 how hard to part — how great the pain 

Of hearts that break in breaking true love's chain. 
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Violets. 



My darling is so sweet and fair 
That violets become her best ; 

I love to see them in her hair 
Or nestled on the girlish breast ; 

For sweet and lovely, violets be 

The emblem flowers of such as she. 

My darling shrinks amid a crowd, 
As violets hide beneath their leaves ; 

Modest her mien, nor cold, nor proud, 
Most tender to a heart that grieves; 

And precious as the violet's scent 

Is each kind word sincerely meant 

O ever, like the violets, may 
Her charms escape the careless eye, 

Nor praises spoil her ; but her way 
Be through the great world modestly ; 

For passing fair and sweet is she 

Whose emblem flowers the violets be. 
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A Love Qift. 

A TRESS of saflfron hair — 

Silken-soft and fair ; 
Sunny, as if June's bright sunbeams lay 

Enwoven by the hand 

Of the Queen of Fairyland ; 
Sunny — ^and the sunlight far away ! 

This sunny silken tress 

Recalleth loveliness 
Piquant and bright — sl cloud of falling hair ; 

Before my tear-dimmed eyes 

I see again arise 
The Giver's glad girl face — a vision fair ! 

I know not why it stirs 

So much this tress of her*s 
My heart, and thus calls up foreboding tears ; 

For she is young and bright, 

Her world a world of light, 
And bright the prospect is of future years. 

Young, wealthy, loved, and fair, 

One marvels not her air 
So full of happiness should be, and yet 

I, glancing backward, see 

The woe Love had for me 
And fear for Aer glad heart I'd fain forget 
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That sorrows lie in wait 

For all glad and elate ; 
That there are griefs where wealth can nought avail ; 

My earnest heartfelt prayer 

Is " May the giver fair 
Have faith in good, whatever else trust may fail, 

Since life, though bright it seems, 

Hath yet its troubled gleams ; 
And to remember there is One who ne'er 

Turns from an earnest heart ; 

O then, glad as thou art, 
Seek Him, beloved, in thy youth with prayer." 



Amour Passe'. 

If roses bloomed for ever 

One might look for love to stay ; 

But, when roses bloom to wither, 
Why should not love decay? 

Yes ! But as fragrance wreatheth 
From dead roses, summer's last, 

So a sweet memory breatheth 
From love when love is past. 
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One Thing Wanting. 

I ROAMED the woods in Spring-time, 

Dressed in their tender green > 
The soft spring showers could not mar 

The beauty of the scene. 
I heard the raindrops whisper 

Secrets the woodlands through ; 
And I longed so much for one thing — 

And, darlings that was you. 

I roamed the woods in Summer — 

How fair the blossoms were ! 
But had there been one comer 

They had appeared more fair. 
The sunbeams gently filtered 

The leafy branches through ; 
June's beauty lacked but one thing — 

And, dearest^ that ^2isyou. 

I roamed the woods in Autunm 

With friends, both true and fond ; 
The present hours were happy, 

We would not look beyond. 
We heard the dead leaves falling 

Like rain, the woodland through ; 
And still I longed for one thing — 

And, dearest f that was you. 
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We roamed the woods in Winter, 

And O the loveliness 
Of the tall and sUtely trees 

In their snowy winter dress ! 
I watched the snowflakes falling 

Softly the branches through ; 
And I longed then most for one thing— 

And, dearest^ that ^^you. 

Second Thoughts. 

Why, love should we quarrel ? 

Though sudden tears shine. 
There is no heart that loves you 

More fondly than mine ! 
And why be so bitter 

When lips, ever sweet, 
Love whispers should utter, 

Love kisses should greet ? 

And why should we sever 

When Time o»ly proves 
The warmth of old friendships, 

The worth of old loves ? 
You will not find another 

More ready than I 
To join in your laughter, 

And breathe sigh for sigh. 
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Woman's Faith. 

Though all the world should speak, 

Dear love, in thy dispraise. 
Pride's hue should flush my cheek, 

My heart its voice should raise ; 
Mutely disclaiming what it could not see ; 
Saying nought worthless was akin to thee. 

Though friends should fall away, 

Recoiling from thy side ; 
Yet I by it would stay, 

Whatever should betide ; 
Shut to all ill my loving eyes should be, 
Seeing but good in that fond heart and thee. 

Though all the world should blame, 
My voice, dear, should be still ; 

And I should love the same, 
Through good report and ill 

pray believe me, love, I only see 

All dear to me on earth beholding thee. 
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Little Child* 



Let me clasp you to my heart, 

Little child I 
For you won that heart just now, 

When you smiled. 
Such a tender, trusting smile 
Would the sternest heart beguile. 

Little child! 

Let me kiss the velvet cheek, 

Little child; 
For my heart grows glad again. 

So beguiled 
From its sorrow and its care 
By an earthly thing so fair — 

Little child 

Lay the trusting litde head 

On my breast ; 
Would that there it e'er could find 

Sweetest rest ; 
Wrapped away from sin and care, 
Shielded well by heart-felt prayer. 

Little child. 
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In a Storm at Sea. 

Though the billow wildly dashes, 

Do not fear ; 
Though the lightning darts and flashes, 

God is here. 
He, our Father, kind and tender — 
He our Guardian and Defender — 

Be of cheer ! 

To my hand so closely clinging, 

Child, why fear? 
See the clamorous sea-gulls winging 

Far and near. 
He who guides those waving pinions ; 
He who rules o'er earth's dominions, 

Guards thee^ dear. 

Listen to the thunder rolling 1 

Dost thou fear ? 
Even were it death's bell tolling, 

He is here. 
To His father-hand close clinging, 
When we heavenward are winging. 

Who would fear ? 
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A Christmas Plea. 

Warm is the fire and bright bums the gas, 
Scarcely a breath of chill night air can pass 
Through windows venetianed and curtained so warm — 
What of the homeless ones out in the storm ? 

Up in the nursery each dear little head, 
Pillowed so softly, is resting in bed ; 
Your dear little lambs are safe in the fold — 
What of those dear ones out in the cold ? 

When warmly clothed is your child's little form 
In close-fitting garments, well chosen and warm ; 
Have you no thought for the houseless and poor. 
Half clothed and shivering close to the door ? 

When in the mommg each dear little foot 
Is warmly covered with stocking and boot ; 
Have you no pity for little bare feet, 
Bleeding and chilled in the snow-covered street ? 

May God show his mercy, this bleak Christmas time, 
To those who are wandering through snow and 

through rime ; 
God show you His mercy, as mercy you show 
To the poor little outcasts in storm-wind and snow. 
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Widowed. 



Oh, let me look in that dear face — 
The face I thought of yore so fair ; 

And let me see what olden grace 
Still lingers, like a phantom, there. 

Where, Katie, is the merry laugh, 
So glad and sweet not long ago ? 

The saucy answers to our chaff, 

The sweet love whispers faint and low ? 

Oh, Katie, how is life to thee ? 

Thou wert so young, so proud, so glad — 
Now thou no more his face wilt see 

Seems all thy future dark and sad ? 

Dear Katie, weep, but weep not loud ; 

For the dear hand that gives thy pain 
Shows silver lining in the cloud 

To make the future bright again. 

But what shall soothe thy bitter pain ? 

And who shall ease thy sudden care ? 
I look out of the window-pane 

And see the green earth glad and fair. 
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And then I feel the mute rebuke — 
The sun shines on the morning's rain ; 

So reading God's most pleasant book 
I turn back to thy life again. 

All that now seems composed and dull, 
His hand shall clearer, brighter, make ; 

Things plain shall grow most beautiful 

Through faith in God; for Christ's dear sake. 

I see a future, calm and fair — 

Thy faith shall make it, darling one 1 
And so I trust thee tq His care 
And leave thee, never less alone 

Than now, when all life's dearest ties 

Seem riven, and thy life all vain. 
Dear Katie, dry those weeping eyes, 

For Time will bring thee joy again. 
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A Prayer for Gtrace. 

(written in illness. 1876.) 

Forgive my heart's ingratitude, 

tender Father, kind and good. 
Forgive me if sometimes the care 
Appears too great for me to bear, 
And no relief I find in prayer. 

Forgive, if sometimes in my pain 

1 venture loudly to complain ; 
And, clamouring for rest and peace, 
Ask if the anguish ne'er shall cease, 
When I should thank Thee on my knees. 

Thy love, Thy care, I never doubt ; 
Thy presence I were lost without. 
Then O, in mercy, send to me 
The grace to bow the prayerless knee. 
And lift the wilful heart to thee. 
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A Prayer for Patience. 1876. 

Forgive me if my life meseems 

A thing all vague and incomplete, 
My dearest hopes delusive dreams, 
My best ambitions idle themes, 
And all life's pleasures bitter-sweet. 

I know the future will unfold 

The perfect plan, the wise design, 
The balm for every wound ; will hold 
For me rich treasures manifold, 
If faith and patience but be mine. 

Then, O my Father ! grant to me 

A patient heart Thy will to wait; 
Grant me in faith a child to be. 
And blind, yet trustful, cling to Thee, 
Submissive to Thy will— our fate ! 
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Truest Wisdom. 

If you're in a stormy mood, 

Try to quell it ; 
If you have an angry thought, 

Do not tell it 

If a painful chord there is, 

Do not wake it ; 
Ifa truce of peace exists, 

Do not break it 

If you know a word will wake 

Angry feeling, 
Say it not — ^lest words it makes 

Past all healing. 

This is truest wisdom — this 

Kind suppression ; 
Only loving kind thoughts should 

Find expression. 
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"Thy KjBfirdom Come." 

O FOR the dawn of light — 
The dawn of day to be ; 
When sin-blmd eyes shall see 

And know the wrong from right 

O for the golden time 

When a firm bond of love, 
Perfect as that above, 

Shall circle clime and clime ! 

O for the day to be ! 

God's beautiful, bright day — 
To shine henceforth alway, 

For every eye to see. 

O joy to reach our home. 
To see that perfect day ! 
Here, folding hands, we pray 

"Lord, let Thy kingdom come." 
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A Sadlor^s Love. 

Going, he kissed the tears from her eyes; 

Did he never feel on board the ship, 
That bore him far beneath alien skies. 

The taste of those tears upon his lip? 

Did he never think of a treasure kept 
Only for him in a girFs true heart ? 

When in bitter grief she hot tears wept, 
Had he, though distant, in them no part? 

Ay, he has cherished her memory much ; 

He has a treasure of heart-love kept ; 
Has often thrilled at the thoughts of her touch, 

And blessed her oft for the tears she wept. 

Years may roll on as years have done, 
And fate may order their lives apart. 

But with leagues between they must still be one, 
Yes, one in spirit and one in heart 
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Looking Back. 

^ I MUSE in flood of mellow light, 
And see a vision in the night — 
A childish form in dress of white, 

With simple sash of ribbon blue, 
And braided hair of nut-brown hue — 
And heart was glad, and tongue was true. 

Now, sitting in the mellow light, 

I sad recall that festive night. 

The childish face so glad and bright 

Yet would I be a child again, 
To bear anew the after pain ? 
The fainting spirit's burdened strain ? 

heart, be peaceful as before 1 

1 would not be a child once more 
For all the happiness of yore ! 
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Cathedral Bells. 

(Suggested by Sanfs Picture of Whittington,) ^ 

I. 

Chime on, sweet bells, 
Bringing sweet comfort to the child's sad heart ; 

Your music tells 
His future fate ; he will not now depart 

He lingers still ;'. 
Chime louder, " Whittington, O turn" again ! " 

From vale and hill, 
He hears re-echoing the pleading strain 

That tells his heart. 
That howe'er much it may with insult bum, 

Not to depart ; 
That he to London must again return. 

He turns as told, 
And so he comes to honour and to glory ; 

And untold gold 
Is henceforth his : so ends the fairy story. 
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So chime to me, 
Bidding me turn from sin's deceitful v^ay ; 

And bid me see 
The end of those who in wrong pathways stray. 

I list, dear bells, 
Gathering hope and comfort from your strain ; 

Your music tells 
The self-same words to me, " O turn again I " 

"O turn again !" 
I do ; my footsteps echo through dim sdsles ; 

And now your strain 
Bears golden promise of God's pleased smiles. 

Sweet hope and peace 
Come unto me in this — God's holy place ; 

All troubles cease ; 
All sin departs ; my heart is filled with grace. 
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My Wants. 

Nor rank nor wealth I crave ; I only ask 
Strength to perform aright each given tasL 

And since Messiah taught us so to pray, 
I ask for daily bread from day to day. 

Health for my loved ones ; for the troubled peace, 
That Gk)d in time will bid the discord cease 

That mars life's music. Universal love 
Passing from heart to heart e'en as above. 

His friendly hand to point the devious way, 
And give us help and comfort day by day. 

And when my lips shall utter marriage vows. 
Obedient children and a faithful spouse, 

A hand to help the poor ; a heart to feel 
For sorrows that I have no power to heal. 

And when I shall deserve correction's rod- 
Grace to submit my will unto my God. 
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Queen EUinor, 

Who was the fairest at the ball ? 

Dainty Ellinor, Queen of them all I 
Ellinor, with her fair flower-like face 
And exquisite manners full of grace — 

Fairest, sweetest, and dearest of all ! 

Dainty Queen Ellinor, belle of the ball ! 

Long may your face be fairest of all ! 
May your heart be ever true and sweet 
And your hand ready a friend's to meet 

And when Age comes, as he comes to all, 

Tenderly woven be threads of grey 
In the silken hair so brown to-day ; 
And lightly be laid the hand of care 
On the dainty face so sweet and fair, 
The face so calm in the fair to-day. 

And when Death comes, as he comes to all, 
To fair and plain, to great and small ; 
May the pure soul so fair and sweet 
Go forth its kindred souls to meet 
In the unknown life before us all 
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A WeddinfiT Songr. 

Ring out, glad bells, this wedding morn. 
Ring in the new life's rosy dawn ; 
Ring out, glad bells, so wild and free, 
Ring for the happy life to be. 
Ring out, ring out, O merry bells, 
With sudden gushes, joyous swells : 
A golden sun, a cloudless sky, 
A happy life they prophesy. 

Ring out, glad bells, her wedding song. 
Ring, for her love was true and strong; 
Tell others, too, that patient wait, 
They'll find their fit reward, though late. 
Ring, for the bride is young and fair, 
The summer sunbeams in her hair 
May seem God's loving smile to be. 
So good, so kind, so dear is she ! 

Ring out a future bright and fair, 

By sorrow dimmed, perchance, and care, 

But yet how blest if one be nigh 

To soothe the tear, and share the sigh ! 

Her life has been so pure, so sweet, 

With loving kindness so replete ; 

Ring out, glad bells ! O, gladder still ! 

Her heart with more delight to filL 
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We mark the tears she cannot hide, 
God's blessmg be upon our bride ! 
God's blessing be upon her choice ! 
We look upon them and rejoice. 
So tender he, so loving she, 
Each other's fitting mate they be ; 
So peal, glad bells, full loud and strong, 
Their gay and joyous wedding song. 



Life's Best Bliss. 

It seems to me the best of earthly bliss 
To have grief soothed by a consoling kiss ; 

To have a hand to clasp ; to have one near 
Gladness to share, and loneliness to cheer. 

To know that though both land and sea may part, 
Our image is enshrined in one dear heart. 

And so to thank God, that through good or ill. 
One heart we love and prize is faithful stilL 
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Hope Thou in God. 
(Psalm xlii, ii.) 

Hope thou in God I 
My soul art thou afraid ? 
Hope thou ; be undismayed ; 

Hope thou in God ! 

Hope thou in God ! 
He who sends grief and care 
Will send thee strength to bear ; 

Hope thou in God I 

Hope thou in God 1 
Though eyes be wet and dim, 
Put thou thy trust in Him — 

Hope thou in God ! 

He is our perfect rest, 
The souVs best joy, and so 
His heart must needs well know 

What portion will be best 

Hope thou in God ! 
When trials shall assail thee. 
His love shall never fail thee — 

Hope thou in God. 
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Thanksgiving for Peace. 

I THANK Thee, God ! I thank Thee Thou hast given 
Rest to the tired heart ; to the spirit peace ! 
That it has pleased Thee to bid sorrow cease 
To mourn over the links of love now riven. 
That Thou hast aided me when I have striven ; 
And cheered and comforted this heart of mine — 
Too prone, alas ! like many, to repine — 
And sent sweet peace, like some fond loving dove, 
To fold her pinions o'er the grief of love — 

To soothe and comfort with an art divine ; 
And lead my wandering thoughts again to Thee : 
I thank thee for this last, best gift to me, 
Thou, Lord, who art, and evermore shalt be, 
One God, " Our Father,'* for eternity ! 
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Forsret Me. 

Forget me ; it is hard to say, 
But yet 'tis harder, day by day, 
That thou shouldst still go hoping on 
'Till hope, and love, and faith are gone ! 

Try to forget me — 'tis the best — 
And to "Our Father" leave the rest; 
Try to forget me — let me be 
Only a passing thought to thee I 

'Tis hard to say — ^and yet most kind ; 
Let no remembrance stay behind 
To bring thee back the days of yore — 
And vex thy heart for evermore. 

Go gaze upon some fairer face, 
Shrine in thy secret heart its grace ; 
Tear out my image from its shrine, 
And peace shall bless that heart of thine. 
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In the Hay-Field. 

We bring a wreath of roses, so fragrant, red, and sweet, 
To crown you, Cousin Florence, Queen of Summer, 
not of May ; 

And we bring ripe, luscious cherries, fit for a queen to eat, 
To you, sitting on a throne of fragrant-scented hay. 

And we, your loyal subjects, have come to ask our Queen 
To charm this hour of idlesse with a ballad or love-lay; 

For if music e'er enhances the beauty of a scene. 
It surely will entrance us amongst the scented hay. 

Another summer, Florence, and our homestead will be 
sold. 
And you be in your London home, or countries far 
away ; 
Far away from the adorer, who has neither rank nor gold. 
Or would lay name, fame, and fortune before your feet 
to-day. 

So pray sing for us, Florence, and perchance in years to 
come. 
When the merry group reclining at your dainty feet 
to-day 
Are wide dispersed by fortune, they'll recall, with thoughts 
of home, 
A picture fair of Florence, singing 'mid the scented hay. 
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* Madonna Lilies. 

Look, dear, how lovely are these lilies white, 
With golden crowns — the very queens of flowers ! 
No other blossoms in this plot of ours 

Can fill my heart with such a strange delight. 

Such earnest faith in God, and good, and right 
O ! who these lovely blossoms fair could see, 
Shining through darkness white as snowdrifts be, 

And still say Purity cannot be found 

When flowers so pure spring from the unlovely ground, 
Emblems alike of Purity, and thee ? 

Even as these lilies shine so white and fair, 

So shineth good around us everywhere ; 

And if we see it not, then it must be 

Sin comes between and will not let us see. 



* Lilium Candidum, 
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Wisdom's Choice. 

I PACED the garden walks, and paused beside 

A plot amidst whose rain-wet foliage grew 
A deep red rose that bloomed with stately pride, 

And a queen-lily of the whitest hue. 

I singled from all meaner flowers these two ; 
And mused above them in a rapt delight, 
Both were so fair and lovely to my sight 

Each moment admiration deeper grew — 
To neither blossom would I give the whole ; 

Each perfect in its beauty stood apart. 

Love's red rose reigned the fair queen of the heart 
Purity's Lily, empress of the soul. 
At last I said " If choice perforce must be, 
O flower of Purity, I would choose thee ! ^ 
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Fairy Gifts. 

A STILLNESS on all earthly things, 

And then a rushing in the air, 
A murmur as of countless wings 

Of fairy angels meeting there. 

A babe lay in a calm sweet sleep ; 

(Such sleep as only childhood knows) 
Shut eyes that had not learnt to weep — 

And soft cheeks flushed with slumber's rose. 

The fairies leant above his cot, 

And one gave to him " Love " so warm ; 
One " Courage," that whatever his lot, 

His heart might brave the fiercest storm. 

One touched his soul with " Honour's " fire, 
And one with mild " Religion's " ray ; 

One fatal gift was " Passion's " ire, 

Though one bade quick " Forgiveness " sway. 

One gave him " Sorrow " as a means 
To turn his thoughts and aims above — 

Love's very shadow since it seems 
To always closely follow Love. 
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One touched his lips that always they 
Should speak the "Truth," and for the right 

Brave burning words have power to say, 
And vanquish " Falsehood ** by their might. 

One gave him " Beauty " that he might 
Win many hearts by its sweet charm ; 

A wondrous power if used aright, 
Linked to a heart so kind and warm. 

And then they thought that now his share 
Of this world's good too large forsooth, 

So then one gave a load of " Care " 
To darken his else-sunny youth. 

But when the youth to manhood grew 

He found not one had given him " Peace," 

And all seemed worthless, for he knew 
That that included " Happiness." 
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Gone Before. 

J.P.T. OBIT. JUNE I2TH, 1860. 

And art thou gone ? It seems but yesterday, 
That thou and I did tread the self-same way ! 
And art thou gone to fairer world than this ? 
Shall I no more receive thy loving kiss ? 
Shall I no longer feel thy fond embrace, 
And think 'tis joy to gaze on that dear face ? 

Gone ! Gone for ever ! Thou, the loved, the true — 

The gentlest my affection ever knew — 

Shall I ne'er smooth the gold-brown hair and trace 

Each beauty of the pure angelic face ? 

Yet should I mourn ! thou*rt not gone for ever, 

'Twas only death that did our fond hearts sever. 

And we shall meet again ! Yes, thou and I — 
Though thou no longer makest a reply. 
And I, alone, gaze on the starry skies. 
Longing for thy fond loving sympathies ; 
And all alone I gather woodland flowers. 
And thou wert wont to help in happier hours. 

Now thou art gone I watch eve's lonely star 
That glitters on the sky's broad breast afar ; 
All, all alone, it shineth ! 'tis like me — 
All, all alone, since I'm bereft of thee — 
Oh ! if the angels visit us below. 
Be with me, brother, wheresoever I go ! 
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I see thy pictured face, and, through my tears, 
Recall again the scenes of happier years ; 
And see my life was all entwined with thine 
Even as the clinging tendrils of a vine. 
Thou wert the oak, that proud and stately tree — 
And I, even as the ivy, clung to thee ! 

Work is untouched ; our books neglected lie ; — 
Thou art no longer here with smile or sigh ! — 
It seems to me that joy has gone from life. 
And I alone must battle with its strife. 
But I will not repine at my sad lot, 
Thou unforgotten, can /be forgot? 

Perchance at twilight hour, when thy loved star 
Shines in celestial splendour from afar, 
It may be, when I hear the passing breeze 
Murmuring sadly through the leafy trees — 
Thou to my yearning heart may then draw near. 
And I not feel thee, see thee, though so dear ! 

On earth, my brother, shall I no more view 
Nor face, nor form, nor eyes that were so true. 
Twas death that parted, death shall reunite. 
And we shall meet again in realms of light. 
Farewell, dear lost one, it is not for ever. 
For Death shall reunite what he did sever. 

1867. 
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Gk>lden Days. 

Be happy while the light of thy youth 

Is on thy brow; 
Womanhood will bring sorrows enow — 

Be happy now. 

Be happy while yet the honest eyes 

Are glad and bright 
Womanhood brings heavy cares and griefs 

To dim their light. 

Be glad while yet unrestrained can dance 

The lightsome feet ; 
Be happy while yet thy glad laugh rings 

Cheering and sweet. 

There will be a time when bitterest tears 

Will dim that glance — 
There will be a time when the weary feet 

Will not care to dance. 

There will be a time when that glad laugh strained, 

Will vex my ear ; 
When thou find'st what many maidens find — 

One false, — and dear. 
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But now — while singing birds are about 

And roses deck the bough — 
And the golden sunshine is full of joy — 
Be happy now. 

And when darker and sadder days shall come 

Shading these bright ; 
Then, with a trusting and loving heart 

Ask God for light. 

And he will give thee the strength to bear — 

And light, I trow ; 
So, darling ! enjoy Life's golden days — 

The happy now. 
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Birthday Verses to Dearest Auntie. 

Lightly fall the years, darling, 

On thy fair placid face ; 
Time seemeth not to steal away, 

But to renew thy grace 1 

But p'rhaps it may be that thine eye 
Meseems so clear and bright. 

Because I seldom see a look 
Of anger in its light 

And maybe that thy smile meseems 

Bright as 'twas wont to be. 
Because I seldom see it fade — 

It brighter grows for me. 

And maybe that thy cheek, dear, 
Seems peach-like, velvet-soft, 

Because that cheek against my own 
Is pressed in love so oft. 

1 wish maiiy returnings 

Of this glad day to thee 

For they will never find thee changed 

In constant love to me. 

1870. 
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The Dawn of a New Friendship. 

Affectionately dedicated to mary sutcliffe, in commemoration 
of August Sth, 1875. 

O, BLESsfeD dawn of a new-opening day, 
On which I fold a new friend in my arms ! 
I who have wept to see the treasured charms 

Of older friendships, slowly fade away 

(And knew my heart's blood could not buy their 
stay) 
Yet feel my heart beat thick and fast once more, 
Throbbing with gladness even as of yore — 

And I had thought all gladness passed away ! 

O, when I saw those dark eyes yesterday 
There was a kindness in their glance that won 
My friendship for their owner — dead and gone 

Friendships that failed in promised word and deed 
• Rise not to vex me now — Fate has decreed 

This heart to love me in my utmost need. 
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PoUie. 

" IS THY NAME MARY, MAIDEN FAIR."— 0. W, HolfMS, 

She came across my path and all my life 

Was altered Accident befriended me 

And thrust me in her pleasant company. 

The moment that we met my heart yearned to her ; 

And every moment that I passed beside her, 

The more endeared us. At night we laughed 

I saying, " Only fancy, dear, this morning strangers 

And now I love you so !" and she "I lowed you 

From the first moment that I saw your face." 

And then we kissed each other, half-afraid 

That the new bliss might fade as did the old. 

O, Time, be merciful ! Steal not Ms love 

As thou hast done the old, but leave me this 

Sweet woman heart to love me and befriend me : 

Then if the world looks cold or riches fail me. 

Into those soft fond arms my weary self 

May creep and find sweet rest and comfort there. 



John Hetwood, Excelsior Frintiiig and Stationery Works, 
Hulme Hall Boad, Manchester. 
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